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PREFACE. 



To The Readeji, 

IT may be proper to inform all who have the hardi' 
hood to he interested in an American Tragedy, why the 
Antlior of this has so soon broken his promise, and re- 
appeared before the public. The fact then is, (to 
speak in the first person,) I have not broken my prom- 
ise. When I declared I had done with scribbling and 
publishing, I took care to provide against this event, by 
confessing that I had already written a tragedy, which 
should be published " when others said so.'' 

Thus the reader will perceive that, notwithstanding 
appearances, I have not been guilty of the miserable, 
dastardly, vulgar trick, so common among authors, of 
threatening to leave off trade, by way of adding to the 
^alue of their wares. 

So much for myself, in anticipation of any charge to 
this effect : — Now for my tragedy. It was written for 
Mr. Cooper, and he should have played it (if he would) 
had not our correspondence on the subject been ex- 
posed to perpetual interruption. Had we me^, I have 
no doubt that it would have been performed long ago ; 
but having to communicate with him, under the innu- 
merable disadvantages of distance and continual shift- 
ing of places, in one or both parties, we have never yet 
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come to an understanding on the subject. 1 men 
this out of respect to Mr. Cooper, as he has had s 
reason to believe that this tragedy was written exprc 
for him, and that it would be surrendered excluf 
\y to him. And so it would have been, long be 
this, but our letters have constantly encountered < 
other — entirely too late on some account or other* 
very much in the shape of cross purposes. 

It is probable that I may be charged with imit; 
Maturin, in his Bertram ; Lord Byron, in all his hei 
little and big ; together with all the pirates, murde 
felons and knights of the modem school. ^^ Be it 
—So far as the charge is true — and so far as I am 
tciousof the imitation — 1 shall confess it : — not to 
arm— but to invite and provoke the censure of t 
who have manhood enough in their natures to fee 
dignant at imitation. 

Liet me account for mine — I shall not attempt tc 
cusc it. The first idea of writing a tragedy arc 
Diy mind, some three years since, from hearing a fi 
of mine speak about draniuf izing a poem tliat uppe 
about tliat time — (1 forget the title, but it wut tJic 
tributed to Moore) — a very decent, tolerable sort 
thing, with a good deal of distinctness ajid drami 
character about it. It has always been my natu; 
meddle where I saw others meddling — and aftor ti 
ing an hour or two of the oddity, and «traiigcni-ss 
unexpectedness of my friend's ambition, I lu-^^ui to 
about me for something to try uiy own hand iipi 
dramatiMing. It was not long befure I fell upon Byi 
Corsair — and 1 bad already managed the fir»t sc 
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pretlily as I thought, — meaning to overwhelm the 
nee at once, by revealing the pirate in his dun- 
, the night before his impalement — alone — unbend- 
•terrible in his collectcdncss and resolution — ^by 
ilight I — when I happened to think of looking for- 

to the result. It startled me. Did I succeed—- 
a would have all the credit ; and did I fail, I should 
all the disgrace. My mind was changed. I aban- 
d the thought, and Isft my friend to amuse himself 
playing his reputation against a stake — ^which if 
would make him none the richer — and lost, would 

him bowed to the earth with the most intolerable 
liation. 

II, however, I did not abandon the idea of mantt- 
ring a drama in some shape or other. There wafe 

I supposed, no such thing as an American 
Bdy, and I was on fire with the ambition of letting 
le first — good, bad or indifferent. About this time 

I 

FRKD ap])eared, and his farewell to the sun, the 
before his death — so commanding — so alone in itf 
natural uplifting — so above the common reaching 
e Drama — left an impression upon my mind that I 
las been communicated to a scene in Otho. I did 
atend to profit by that great picture — ^but I fear 
-involuntarily — I have done it. 
lus much to account for, and to — no : I cannot say 
g^ise — and to explain the resemblance between the 
appearance of Otho, that scene in the Gersair, 
e alluded to, and Manfred, when Poetry takes her 
. upon the ruins of '* Almighty Rome." The re- 
lance will strike all I suppose, and as I feel asham- 
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ed of it— heartily ashamed of it, I take this opporluiiitj 
!• confeiiB that, (hat 1 believe to be imitated. 

With 8ueh feeliuge, if sincere, one would expect that 
I should strike out the objectionable scene, or at least 
new model it : but the truth is, I like the 9cene — apA 
though it is not altogether original, I still think there 
u enough originality in it to redeem it : and I stifl 
think that I should have fallen upon the same expe* 
dient — (it appears so perfectly natural that one about to 
die — in the full possession of all his senscs-<-£>hoiiId 
take his leave of the heavens and the earth — the niooQ 
and the sinrs — or the sun and the firmament) — tiioiigh 
the Corsair and Manfred had never appeared. I inay 
deceive myself, it is true — but I speah honestly, how- 
cter that may be — and leave it to others to believe me 
or not, as they please. 

There may be some other n^«embhmces, and per- 
haps imitations, if there arc — I am >orry fur them— 
and ashamed of them — in adranct! ; siiul shall make it 
a point to obliterate or arknonledtcf» (whichever may 
be the . ea^ie^t) all that may bcromc evi'h lit to uij 
senbcs. during the operation of correcting pronC^i. 

As for the general character of the hero, I //otiiink, 
notwith«tandins: it.« resemblance to a ^01/ of worthii- — 
and to the individual Rcrtram, whom he mere <!]o>(:ljf 
rcsembles-^because in fafhioning Ms character I w:if 
desirous of embodying the attribute^ to which Mr, 
Cooper gave tlie greatest effect in representation — and 
I had just seen him play Bertram better than I i-ver 
law him play any thing else — not excepting what 1 
think his masterpiece, Macbctli :— notwi(h^tandil1f ' 
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this resemblance, as I have said before, I do think that 
the dutinguishing characteristics of Otho arc peculiar 
and original. He is desperate:7-like Bertram, I admit ; 
but to me his desperation seems to have a more elevated 
—a mere terrible sublimity in it. 

His purpose is revenge— but not the revenge of 
JZanga — and still less that of Bertram. As criminal, it 
may be— but to me it appears more heroic — and yet as 
natural, to a truly commanding nature. 

Yet — after all — there are such resemblances in the 
outline — drapery — and perhaps in the conliguration of 
my hero, to others of his race, that I should, even at 
this late hour, attempt to remodel him, entire in his 
originality, as in his language, did I not feel that this 
manufacturing of books was getting to be too serioui^ 
a thing with me. 

The reader, it is probable, will sometimes be remind- 
ed of Savage's Poem *' The Bastard." I have read fhaty 
and am sony for it. It has cost me more trouble to 
avoid imitating him, because he astonished and subdu- 
ed me, then it would have cost me to imitate any- 
body and every body that has ever written on 
bastards. . 

Some may complain that there is too little poetry, 
but my aim has been to fill a man's heart and brain with 
poetical feelings, not poetical language. I have already 
written enough to show that I can be too poetieal 
whenever I please ; and therefore, I think I deserve 
iome praise, some commisseration for my forbearance. 
My aim has been to exhibit a generous spirit, full of 
chivalry, ambition, and self abandonment, to make 



▼Ill PREFACE. 

!)im think, feel, and act, but not to ialk^ horoicallj 
and dramatically ; sometimes, it is true, I have nuffered 
him to show his power ever others, in the way of dia- 
logue, and declamation ; bnt never when lie feds, 
truly and deeply, and intensely. As a soldier, youth- 
ful, fiery, and gallant, 1 love to know that his arteries 
thrill when the thunder of battle is up, the fierce trum- 
pet ringing away, and many banners shaking in the 
blast — but 1 cannot endure to hear a soldier talk of 
such things in such language. Therefore have I made 
him speak as unaffectedly, as unpretendingly, as I 
dared, in the present state of refinement. 

Of tlie plot — a very terrible tiling to me hitherto-*! 
have this to Fay. I have stolen it from no history — no 
novel — because I do not like your second hand, ready 
made plots. It is altogether my own. I am sorry that 
1 have suffered so nmch of the false taste of the itge— 
the melo-dramas — the German Cabalistic — Romances 
—of the stage — to get such possession as they have of 
mv. ; but I have made the sacrificr — and must abide by 
it. Tlie multitude are to be amused — or they will not 
be agitated. 

Of the characters — all but Otho — I feel myself justi- 
fied in declaring that I am indebted to nobody for their^s 
— and he is an imaginary being. If I know what orig. 
.inality is — ^tliey are original : not in their materialfi — for 
that wen; impossible — but in the combination of those 
materiab. And that is all we have a right to ask. 

Men are always the same in the stuff of their natures 

and differ only in its opportionmcnt. Thus do I main- 
tain my pretensions to originahty — so far as ifutf 'wf 
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soncerned — and as for Aim, I do think, notwithttand- 
ng all bis faults, that Otho has much 1gs.s of the Uevil 
n him than any modem hero — not excepting Milton's 
Archangel. 

There are yet a few observations which I feel my-* 
.elf bound to make— by way of vindicating the lith of 
hia essay — notwithstanding my aversion to long, un- 
wieldy, and disjointed prefaces. 

It will be perceived that I have paid great respect to 
M)me of the exploded doctrines — (in tlie English school) 
—of the Drama ; that indeed, I have had the temerity 
;o profit by the wisdom and good taste of the French. 
That I have done this, I confess — but I cannot say 1 
im sorry for.it. The whole business of this play— from 
he commencement to the cataptrophe-^must nccessa- 
ily have been transacted in IwerJy-fo^r hours. 

For venturing to regard what Dr. Johnson bus derid- 
jd**— for daring, when Johnson had set his foot oik the 
leck of the giant — to hint that he might arise again, 
without the process of ji resurrection— •! am awaic tliat 
'. ought to offer some reasons. I hasten to do it — in a 
{ingle sentence. I donU like tlie argument of Dr. 
fohnson : he has not convinced me. He triumphs, I 
sidmit ; but he does not triumph worthily— he over- 
throws the unities— he does not destroy them. lubtead 
)f tilting through and through his antagonist — he only 
onhorses him — passing over him, ere he isentirc1,v pios- 
brate — and leaving him to erect himself at his leisure. 

Dr. Johnson's arg^iment is to this eifect — 1 do not 

*Jn his preface to Sbakapeare~.the doctrine oj^ unity in time an4 
plw* 
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rtmember the words — and if I did, I should 
tlie trouble to copy them : — his purpose is t 
" Mr. Shakspeare" for his triumphant ignon 
disregard of time and place. If a man — a sp< 
a play — says Dr. Johnson, can imagine the s 
form to be — ^now a battle ground — now a sen? 
her — ^now a dungeon — and now a public stre 
can imagine Mr. Garrick to be the vcrita 
whom he personates — and all his retinue o 
snuifers, and scene shifters, to be the t 
Ladies and Dames of a Monarches houschc 
80 mad that he may easily imagine it to be no\ 
and now Faris — now Spain, and now Great Bri 
he is so mad that, without any great enlai;gcm 
credulity, he ^lay beheve Mr. Garrick to be no' 
and now a mai^; and if he can be cheated inl 
thaf the affairs of a week may be fairly repre 
a few hours — why may he not believe the ni 
whole life to be as fairly represented within i 
time — indeed, why may he not believe that i 
definitely extended in n^iture, may be indciiu 
tracted in the theatre. 

Such is a fiur report of the colos«a1 argumt 
colofsal Johnson. And to my mind — I knc 
others may venture to think as I do-— it is oi 
most during absurdities in sophistry that eve 
(erized the pen of Dr. Johnson : — of him, wiios 
to go forth *' conqucriuij and to conquer" — b 
convince. 

The whole of the subtlety appears to me 
confounding two distinct operations of tlie u 
«]uicfccnce and belief* 
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I shall endeavour to make myself intelligible. It is 
not true, when carried away by theatrical representa- 
tion—that the audience so mistake the actors for the 
creatures they represent, as to believe them the same. 
it IS not true that we believe the stage platform to be 
a senate chamber, a forum, or a battle field. It is no 
more true, that the generality of men are so deceived 
by theatrical representation — than that they believe a 
painting to be the original. Their emotion — their in- 
terest does not depend upon the reality of what tiiey 
see— but upon the fidelity of the representation. Thus 
we often admire a painting more than the original. It 
\b not nature, too, but the artful resemblance of nature 
Ihat we admire. 

The distinctipn to me is palpable and clear. I do 
not know that others may feel it so plainly — or that I 
shall succeed in making it appear plain — but I shall at* 
tempt it. To me there does appear a broad and sweep- 
ing distinction between acquiescence and behef $ be- 
tween deceiving an audience into a belief of the reality 
of what they see — and obtruding upon them some ab- 
surdity — making them feel that it is not real. But let 
me give an illustration. We see Antony weeping over 
the dead^ body of Caesar. And I maintain that we do 
not believe the actors to be Caesar and Antony. How- 
ever I may be affected— I never believe this ; and I do 
Bot believe that others do. 

Now let us suppose that during the representation of 
L this fine scene, something should occur to dispel the 
' little delusion — the acquiescence of the mind ; to shock 
'M into a fuU recoUection that all it saw was an absurd 
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pageantry. Let us suppose that some one should ve 
innocently aek,why Antony, a Roman, does not speak 
latin ? — that question would startle the best of us into o 
senses ; and now suppose, that, instead of such a qu( 
tion being asked*— we should see Antony dressed aa 
sober English gentleman, or the body of Caesar get up a: 
walk off, while Antony was bewailing it ; what wov 
be the consequence to us, in our extremest self aba 
donment ? a complete restoration to our senses. 
it is with every other absurdity, whether of time, plac 
or circumstance-— that recalls the imagination to eart 
and shows to her the machinery behind the curtain. 

Such, ridiculous as the illustration may appear, 
the true difference between the French and Engli 
Dramas, so far as the unities of lime and place a 
concerned. In the former, there is the same attenli 
4o time, and place ; their probabilities, their proj^ri 
iies which, if they do not deceive us into belief ^ at lei 
lull us into aeguieseencty into neutrality, when t 
mind, in Ks passiveness, is ready to receive any impn 
sion, as there is to dress, decoration, and charactt 
In the Englifib, on tiie contmry, there ii a moi^t o 
stinate disregard of time and place — and for no oth 
earthly reaiou, than because William Shakspearc, 
the omnipoteucc of his genius, happened to overlo 
what, had he not been ignorant of its power, wou 
■Lave added incalculably to the exhausting inti-n 
that we fet,] in his Dramai«. 

The Lngliih Tioir attend to costume*— there m-q) 

*And yet — if Pr JchL*OD*s •rfoiment be lound— thii attfiKitor 
coituoie is ab»urd. For if a man can b«.li«ve (to use hii niHtm 
that David G.irn(.'k is Kvojg l.ear— be would b^eT« it* Uiou^U I'j 
wer« dreised like a mouawbaak. 
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4ime when they did not. Hereafter they will attend 
to time and place — I feel nothing: of the spirit of pro- 
phecy upon me — but I am sure of this. 

The French have always been attentive to costnme, 
and to all those innumerable niceties, those ^^ thousand 
decencies^^ that lull the mind into forgctfulness at theat- 
rical representation. Not that they ever succeed in 
making us thinly their theatrical heroes are real — but 
they prevent us from remarking that they are unreal. 
They may not entirely deceive us — but they never 
9hock us. They never place '^ Swiss guards and can- 
non before the palace of Pharaoh. '^ 

These remarks are made, not out of a spirit of hos- 
tility to the English stage ; no, I venerate it. With all 
its faults, there is a gigantic spirit in its machinery and 
; character ; still less are they made out of an unreason- 
able partiality to the French school ; for with all ita 
I attention to these things, here spoken of, it is generally 
? deficient in the awakening energies— of bold — abrupt — 
. and commanding nature. It is too correct — too tame 
^ -.too hopeless and too lifeless ; — ^has too much of stage 
^^ trick— and too little of unadulterated originality. 

But after all, we may profit by them, if we will : our 

prejudices, like the furniture and dwelling of our fa- 

} tfaers, are sometimes so respectable, however, that we 

are exceedingly unwilling to disencumber ourselves of 
Ibem. We are obstinate and unreasonable from sys- 
tem. Contradiction becomes a science, a settled prin- 

^' ciple with us; and rather than profit by our intercourse 

1 with the French, (a gallant and high-spirited people,with 
e;' iDore refinement of taste and manner, notwithstand- 
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ing their fopperies, than any nation of ancient or ] 
dem time) we choose to travel onward in absurdity 
barbarism. 

For myself, I do believe that the time is coming w 
ire shall forget these most unworthy national anim 
ties, and hold our fellowship with the nations of 
earth, as with individuals : when it will be as muel 
a study among dramatists and actors, to work upon 
unities, the consistencies of time and place, as it no^ 
to support consistency of character. At this very : 
ment, we are half a century behind the French in t 
classical, critical attention to costume. And it wil 
long, very long, ere we shall have acquired a suit^ 
Teneration for the other features of dramatic con 
sition. 

Thus much in justification of my temerity in 
regarding the ridicule, tliat Johnson has thrown u 
propriety — ^probability — and possibility indeed, in < 
matick incident. I have not hoped to deceive 
audience into the belief that Otuo u a dcspei 
man — a bastard — and a hero, standing in chai 
houses — and at the bar of judgment — but I h 
hoped to avoid electrifying them by an absurdit 
to avoid making them recollect themselves — to ai 
pressing upon them the obsen-ation, that Otho is n 
desperate man, a hero— or a bastard — but only a 
gedian : — and that the stage is not a churnel house, 
a court of justice. This is all I have hoped. Oti 
will judge how 1 have succeeded. 

Tliere is yet another point upon which I shall t 
the liberty to offer a few observations. I speak of 
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madmen to which modcrA dramatists are addicted. 
They arc now the every-dajr machinery of cvcr^'-day 
novel writers : — and therefore I should have scorned to 
employ them — ^but unluckily, though I hate to do as 
others do— yet the use of madmen, is now so necessa- 
fy — that one might as well refuse to wear a hat because 
bis neighbour wore one, as to refuse the agency of a 
maniac in a plot — because such a thing was in common 
use. Indeed — ^madness or madmen, I must have 
had — I could not, in the present system of things, do 
without them both. 

Of the supernatural I have also ventured to make a 
Tcry sparing use. I have used some shadows — and 
some delirium — ^but no downright spectres, or madmen. 
One word of Shakspeare's ghosts. They are worse 
than his witches ! — they deceive nobody. Who can be 
alarmed by Hamlers father ? No matter how myste- 
riously the poet may have conceived his spirit, the mo- 
ment he 18 played, it is done without mystery. The 
royal Dane goes through his exercise in a blaze of can- 
dle light. Banqno walks leisurely athwart a banquet- 
ing hall, before a multitude of lords and ladies, all in 
the full possession of their senses. Each rattles his grave 
panoplj — and shows his unrealness — exactly so as to 
prove that he is playing a ridiculous and childish farce. 
Once or twice there is something performed in a 
nysterious and effectual manner. Thus the spirits that 
pass before the sleeping Richard — appear like Ossian's 
ghosts — dim and distant — in a cold twilight drapery. 
In this trooping of ghosts, we are not deceived^ it is 
true — but then, we are not undeceived^ at once, as in 
Hamlet and Macbeth. 
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There is another case, where I think the poet meant 
his ghost should not appear to the audience. I allude 
to that scene in Hamlet, when he and his mother are 
together, and he falls to apostrophizing ''vacancy." 
Tkere no ghost ought to appear. We should be much 
more effectually daunted without, than with one. How 
ever it may be played, I do not doubt that Shaki* 
peare, in that case, intended the spectre for a spirit of 
the brain — "a dagger of the mind'' only. 

From much observation on the subject, I am persuad* 
ed that the introduction of ghosts, and rll ntpcmataral 
agency — upon the theatre — in npresentalion — is the 
greatest absurdity on earth. It ib rever necessary — 
and always ludicrous. At the most, instead of scndii^ 
a spirit of flesh and blood — in a panoply of pasteboard^— 
to strut before us like a drill sergeant on parade — 1 do 
fay that a slight rustling of tape^tr}' — a dimness and 
indistinctness in the motion of Hgures afar off — or any 
thing of sound or show — that leaves the imnginati^m 
full scope and play — would be inconceivably ra<Me 
efficient in exciting terrour, than all the most tremen- 
dous pageantry of the drama and the green ruom, ai it 
is now modelled. I 

Is a proof wanted. Look at Macbeth* — call to 
mind the dagger scene. How arc wc affected ? — and 
how should wc be affected, were there a real dagger 
suspended in the air ? , 

It requires no great stretch of credulity to believe 
that a distempered brain — one man — a murderef,*-* 

** Or, McBf th. »• a Dublin critic calli bin. 
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lid see sights that were not. It is exactly accord- 
to the universal belief of mankind. All the world 
that a murderer may see the murdered man at all 
s — in all places — in the blaze of noon — amid a 
itude. Yet even the vulgar do not pretend that 
murdered man is ever visible to the mob. In fact, 
itle consideration will convince us that the intro- 
:ion of ghosts upon the stage, is an outrage upon fiie 
liar opinion, extravagant and absurd, exactly in 
ortion to the directness and distinctness of the 
ssentation. The vulgar do not reason — ^but they 
kas if they did. They see effects — ^not causes. A 
iphysician will demonstrate that a spirit cannot be 
eptible to our material senses — and that, when 
, it must be in the troubled mind of the person 
ig it. The vulgar believe the same thing — ^but in 
ferent way. They believe that a spirit is only seen 
le interested — and distempered — ^the murderer—- 
the ministers of justice. Both arrive at this con- 
on — that to see ghosts, the mind must be disturbed. 
, therefore, as shocking to the vulgar, as to the 
physician, to exhibit a ghost before hundreds of 
[y, — and unmoved — and unmoveable, plain matter- 
3t-men. 

low undertake to say that Hamlers fether — and 
luo's ghost have no business on the stage. They 
Id not be seen by more than one person at a time — 
never by the audience. 

measuring probabilities, it is much more probable 
Macbeth — about to become a murderer — a regi- 

— to dip his hands in the blood of a guest — an old 
2* 
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man — and a monarch — should see a daje^er that wu 
not^ than that we should not sec one that wcu. 

For the same reason, it is much more probable that 
Macbeth should see Banquo^s ghost — in an empl$ 
chair— where it was not— than that the guests— '(and 
audience too) should not see it where it tocu. 

Is this intelligible f 1 can believe that a madman— ft 
maniac may be grossly deceived-^and see what is noi; 
but who can believe that a numerous company — in the 
full possession of their senses— innocent and undisturb- 
ed—do not see what is ? I can believe that Macbeth 
may see Banquo though he is not there— -but who can 
believe that the gneFts do not see Banquo when he if 
ihere ?— nobody. And yet the whole magic of the 
scene depends upon such overstrained credulity. "We 
must l}elievc that the gueiits do not see Banquc«-oi 
the whole scene becomes a stupid and ridiculous farce- 
It would be, therefore, (I do not like this repetition*- 
and would ratlier not be tiresome— but I am determin- 
ed to make my meaning clear oven to those who tronl 
understand)— it would be, therefore, so much the more 
effectual, in exciting the terrour of the audience, to 
play Macbeth in the scene with Banquo— without anj 
Banquo in the chair— leaving the ghost, like the dag^ 
ger, in the fnind of Macbeth— it would be so much the 
more effectual, as the audience and actors, are more 
numerous than Macbeth. That is— supposing the ao* 
tors,(actuaIly present at the banqueting room,) and au- 
dience to amount to any given number— say one thous- 
and—it is one thousand times more probable that 
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>eth should be deceived (to say nothing of his be- 
le guilty one — ^in perturbation— and thej innocent 
maffected) — than that they should be deceived, 
ivould therefore be one thousand times better to 
[acbeth apostrophize an empty chair — than a full 

In one word — one may see what is no/— but one 
and cannot not see what is. 
r these reasons — if they may be called reasons, 
;h I have made all the use I could of shadows and 
nces— I have avoided the monstrous absurdity of 
ing them forward — ^in proper person — like the 
in the moon — the stone wall in Pyramus and 
le — or the " bold thunder," and the " brisk light** 
•—and thus have given full play to the imagina- 
>f those whom I intended to interest. 
lUst recur to the maniacs of the stage. They are 
ly so ve^ unreasonable, as to baffle all attempts 
presentation. I detest the common practice— and 

fear that I have fallen into it. My aim, how- 
has been to make the sudden delirium of my char- 
s, that of passion — and intense feeling — ^it is al- 
transient— never enduring. Your Lears and 
lels are quite too mad for entertainment— the au- 
e become weary of flourishing their white pocket 
kerchiefs. May this be my apology for daring to 
luce the working of this terrible infirmity. 

our stage murders, I have one word to say. They 

unequivocally — and unqualifiedly — my heartiest 

Tence, and contempt. Shakspeare himself can- 

lanctify them to me. They are always unmean- 
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ing and ineffectual :— and like your ghosts— -machine* 
ry— .trap-doors— and winding-sheets— often exceeding- 
ly ludicrous. Would one feel and understand the differ 
ence between a murder — perpetrated, for effect— be 
l^ind the scenes*-and one ^^ enacted before his eyes 
with all its ^^ pomp and circumst^ce'^^et him recal 
to his memory., the death of Duncan in Macbeth. Tha' 
awful — pervading — and absorbing stillness — that ab 
sence of life from the stage — while the murderer is a 
the work of death — is always more appallmg to the au 
dience, than all the wreck and slaughter, of all the rub 
bish of heroes and demi-gods— of all the theatres unde: 
heaven. 

Having this opinion, I may be condemned for actini 
in opposition to it, as I have— but hear my reason. 

I could not manage to immolate my hero, in a man 
ner worthy of his spirit, without showing him to thi 
spectator, at the very moment when death was upoi 
him— and when he expected it. 

I have killed only one upon the stage— because 
could not kill him outright without exposing him. 
had half a mind to do his business with poison*-bn 
I have seen a man six feet high, (Mr. Cooper)— of i 
princely port and presence, undergo that kind o 
death in the Gamester— and I could never endure i 
since — it was so like taking physic. 

I have now done. This tragedy— I do believe 
whatever may be its reception on the stage-i-will en 
dure to be read in the study. What I have said— 
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lyielf, and of the English and French Drama-* 
>e has been said with a becoming diffidence ; for I 
mightily anxious to pass, — among feviewers — for 
of your modest, pretty behaved authors, who are 
quite certain what their own meaning is — and 
ther they have really disencumbered themselves of 
I — or dipped themselves all over in immortality and 
Inerability, 

JOHN NEAL. 
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DRAMATIS P£RSON£v 



Otho, the Bastard, Mr. 

Lord Ola, a Stranger, 

Prince Irman, 

Duke AWa, Father of Irman, 

The Soldier, 

Achmet, a follower of Otho, 

. Selim, a Page, 

Friar, Judge, Lords, Attendants, &c. &<;• 

Princess Ala, ...... 

Ida, child of Duke Alva, 

Lais, faYOurite attendant of the Princess. 
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ACT L 

SCENE I.— A thick wood— distant view of a fortress— groupes of 
armed men, as after a battle ; — sound of distant tumult — martial 
music. Prince Irman insensible, supported on a bank by a man 
in armour, while others are attempting to free him from his har* 
ness. • 

1^/ Guard. (Advancing) Stand to your ground ! 

{To others who approach.) 
Away ! — and man the pass. 
2d Guard, l^ilence ! — ^look there ! — the wood is full 

of men. 
\tt Gua. {Looking anxiously) But they are all white 
plumes— 
{Advancing to his companion^ viho w supporting tht 

Frince.) 
It was a heavy blow — 
2d Gua. {Reaching the cleft Helmet of the Prince 

to his comri^e,) 
It was indeed. 

> Both. No blood ! — not wounded ! 
3d Chm. — No ! — he's only stunned— 

{throwing dovm the Helmet) 
And we are gloriously revenged for that ! 
(7*0 olhersy toho approach — as a distant shout is heard) 
sack to your posts ! — 

Sd Gua. Away ! and scour the woods— 
» Sd Gua, — Soft — soft — he breathes — 
^{Prinu Irman faintly aitempt^ to riser-~sias^ers'^and 

sinks down again.) 
2d Qua. My Frince !^ 
3 
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{Tht Prince looks around disturbed^ as struggUn 
recollect himself^ in silence,') 

^ (Enter Friar.) 

* Friar. (^Stopping suddenly as he sees the Pri 

armour lying about,) 
Merciful. Powers ! — it was adreadfal shock! 

Xst Gua, Aye Father— ^reacAtn^ the cloven Hel 

What a blade ! — 

Friar, (/n amazement) And yet he has esca 

{laying his hand upon the Princess b\ 

1st Gtia, Unharmed, — and only stunned — but- 

3d Gua, Shall we not bear him to the Castle, Fai 

2tf Glut. Aye, father, HwouW be best, — he's nol 

) . here — 

; ■ . The woods are all alive with Otho's men — 

4 1st Gua, {Angrily) With Otho's devils— J 

how they fought ! 
2d Gua. To the Castle then ! 

{approaching the Prince^ eagi 
<. Friar. Stay — Stay — 

Let him but breathe the pure, fresh air, 
And he'll not want our aid to reach his halls ; 
And there he'll meet his Princess, as he's wont, 
When he has been in blood — 

{Martial flourish heard^ passing^ in the W( 
Silence that hem I — ' 

( Trumpet — the Pnnce starts suddenly from the i 
utters sonu incoherent sounds^ and attempts tt 
sheath his susord — Friar and guard struggle 
htm.) 
Prince, {Vehemently) To horse I — Away ! — Ai 
Fr. Nay — nay my Lord — 
Ist Gua. {Again preventing the Prince from 
sheathing his sword,) 
My Prince ! 
Pri, {Starting^ and looking earnestly at him) — Sc 
Ist GiM, Not Selim — no, my Prince — 
Pf^ Speed to Ui«; hall ; 
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TeU Selim to return. — 

{Several start at once with great eagemest,^ 
Pri. {Bursting from their arms and unsheathing /it* 

Sword) 
Charge, charge ! — they fly ! — there, cleave him to the 

earth ! 
Away I Away ! 

{Rushes furiously out^ followed by all his guards^ the 

Friar last.) 
Fr, The sword ! the sword I 

{following^ with violent gestures) 
Aye, wrench it from his grasp — 

{Exit Friar.) 

'{Enter Achmet, cautiously^ from the wood,) 

Achrrut, They're gone at last! — {listening) 
Curse on the straggling cowards ! we are foiled — 
{Two other Figures seen^ stealing upon him from iht 

wood,) 
Have lost our chief: — would I had fallen there ! 
Who of us all will dare to lift an eye, 
hereafter, — to that dark encountering look? 

{The rufians approach with their daggers drawn) 
How shall I quail before that mute reproach ! 
So terrible ! — so still — {sees them) 

Who are ye ?— Stand ! 
Come ye as friends, or foes ? — {they approach) 

Another step! — 
And I shall hold ye foes — 
(Looks earnestly — approaches — drops the point^f his 

swordy and turns away in scorn) 
Cowards ! — I know ye both — 
Away ! — I hold no fellowship with you^ 

{going-^pauses) 
Ye sold your chief — abandoned him in death — 

1st Ruf, 'Tis false — he sold himself — 

2rf Ruf. Aye, so he did ! 

Think ye they'd ever taken him alive, 
JBut with his own consent ?— 
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1^/ Ruf, I saw him break his blade — and bow 
head — 
And yield himself a prisoner to the foe. — 
Ach^ True — True, you did. His mighty heart j 

When ye abandoned him, — or he had fought. 
Till not a man survived to tell the tale. 
But we !— no, you — / did my duty there ; 
And yet, I shall not dare to meet his eye— 
For /have marched with cowards to the war. 
How then will ye encounter his reproach ? 
That withering look ! — that eye ! — when ye shall i 
Tour chief to-morrow, going to his death. 

Both Ruf. His death !— his death ! 

Jlch, Aye, all alone, his head upon a block— 
{The ruffians appear disturbed — hesitate — then md 
ly brandish their daggers^ as if unconsciously) 
Aye stretched upon tlie wheel — 

(keeping his eye tqion ih 

1st Ruf. (Jo his fellow) By Heaven, I will !— 
{The other seizes his hand — a^ understanding his 

clamation) 

Ach. (Going) Gods ! ye had better die ten t 
sand deathn. 
In strife for him, than once deserve that glance ; — 
That lightning ! — 'twill reward ye for your faith — 
O ! may ye see him die ! — 

Both, Die !— He die ! 

1*^ Ruf, No, no, we'll save him yet,— 

2rf Raf, ' or die ourselves. 

Ach, Ye save him, cowards I — he would rather c 
No, never ! — never — ye that broke his heart t 
Ye never can restore him to himself. — 
Ye were the men that he ha<l nurtcd in blood 
His chosen ones ! — his strcne;th ! (paust — cmui 

— — And ye dt^crted him ! 

No, he will die. — Aivi ye shuH iee your chief 
Hooted and pelted by ii pea^^ant rubble — 

Ut Ruf, iiy Heaven! they dare not. 
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Srf Ruf, We will all be there— 

•^ch. Ye ! O cowards ! cowards ! 
Think ye that he would trust to you again ! 
Go seek your caverns, hide yourselves — and live. 
For me — I will attend him to the block ; (emo/ton) 
He yet shall look on me as he was won^, 
When I had been a man, — and then — I'll die. 
But ye ! — O, may ye meet his eye once more ! 

1st Ruf, Achmet, lead on — 

2d Ruf, Aye; lead us where thou wiltl 

We'll foUow thee to death. 

Ach, Ye follow me to death ! O, were ye men, 
Wc had been masters of the citadel ; 
The Prince had been our prisoner ! — and his guards 
Had fed the vulture and the wolf this night. 
Aye, — even now — had ye been men indeed, 
We might have taken such a hostage here — 

{Ruffians appear violentlv agitated^ 
But now, the Prince was here ! (stamping') 

Up^n this spot I 

1st Ruf, We saw him too. 

2d Ruf, His guards were all about — ^thc wood WM 
full, 
And what could we have done ! 

*^ch. What could we have done I 
Why, borne him off, amid a thousand guards! 
Had we been Otho's men. 

1st Ruf, Then we may do it now ! 

2d Ruf, Aye, let us ! let us ! — Achmet, lead us forth. 

,4ch, {Triumphantly) Would ye redeem your wuls ? 
Away ! and I will trust ye yet. 

(^Rushes out as after the Prince^ followed by tht 

Ruffians,) 



SCENE II.— A Oothick hall. View of Battlements from an open 
window. Banners and armour hung around. The Princ* is dis- 
covered on a couch. Friar. 

Fr, Yes my Lord— and broke his sword— and 
3* 
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(The recollection of the Prince tdtemately eomu oi 
goes througp, this gcene^ until its conclution^ wh 
he is entirely restored ) 

Pri, (^Impatienlly) And then was taken : Yoi, 
know it all. (relapses into inaiitntw 

Fr, {Eagerly) The Princess comes— 

Pn» (DUturbed) Ah I— 

Fr, I hear her voice, my lord— 

PH. ThePrincess— ?— Ha! 

Fr, The Lady Ala- 

Pri. Ala ! (jpassionafely) — is that her voice ? 

Fr. Yes, yes, my Prince. 

Pri, (//niggfling-)~-Then let me be composed 

Ala, — my lovely one — bear up my heart — 
That angel smile — (ttanderin^ 

Fatlier, Uiat Otho — (ff^ying his hand on hu bm 

I am much disturbed. 

{Enter A-la^ follotced by her ladies,) 

Jila, Welcome my Prince ! 

{Stops in alarm at the exjnession of his coxmttnmut* 
Father, what tale have ye amused me with ? 
{Bends over the Prince and takes his hand ingretU i^ 

tation.) 
My Prince look up ! {he lifts his eyes wtUl$ 

—In mercy ! — look not thus. 

{Reproachfully.) Father I — Father — (vteps 

Fr. Sweet lady, these are dant^erons tears : 
The Prince but wants repose — 

{Jila tpares to her attendants to vntkdraw'^seals AefVfj 
by the Prince^ and supports his head,) 
Ala, Father, {in a low roice) 1 pray tlie Uuke n^ 
not arrive. 
This is a raonmfiil prcf^age, and my heart 
Bows padly to its touch. 
{The Prince icith a sudden and faint cry of terror dram 

her nearer to him.) 
My Priace ! {startled.) Indeed^ bit eye looks wild— 
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Pri, (Straining her to his heart conruUirelyi) 

Ala — O, Ala ! — (Paiwc — appears to recollect her,^ 

My Ala ! — here ! 

And art thou here, my love ? — Is this thy hand ? 
Why even thou art pale — (^relapsing) 

Yes, yes it was a fearful dream indeed. 

(<Ala averts her head and wecps^ 
Nay, do not leave me Ala. 1 would feel 
Thy hand in mine. My heart still knows the touch 
Of one it loves — 
(Trembles — struggles — and suddenly extends his hands^ 

as to prevent something from approaching her — 

then drops them faintly as she covers her face,) 
— — — O, would'si thou leave me then ! 
Well, — go ! — Pve nothing left to cling to here. 
(^Ala is overcome by her feelings, Irman iises proudly^ 

advances with a firm step to the middle of the hall 

— attempts to address Ala — and suddenly stops — as 

conscious of his situation,) 
Forgive me I I am weak. — {pause) that flash ! — 

(^Catches her hand and appears co^mpletely restored) 
Ala, — why how is this ? So sad upon this night ; 
Our wedding night — 

(^His eye falls on his armour : as he sees his cleft hel- 
met^ Ac, involuntarily^ passes his hand to h is broic) 
My plumes are soiled — tlieir lights are dinuned — (jfaust*) 
Ah, now I feel it all ! 

(passionately) And art thou safe ! 
Well, thanks to Heaven ! — ^but indeed my love, 
1 never heard tlie tnimpet pealing yet ; 
Or saw my banners blazing for the strife, 
And felt my pulse so feeble, as this day. 
f That desperate man ! He is a gallant foe, 
^ And tho' I stooped to his encountering arm, 
My heart docs not reproach me for the fall. 
He wields a dreadful blade. 
(Pause — lays his hand on the Friar'' s arm,^ as striving to 

recall his thoughts^ while Ala expresses her dtlighf" 

at his recovery^ in silence,) 
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But Father — stirely, we were victors there ; 
I saw them fly helbre I fell — 

Ft, 'Tis true my lord. The dreadful man is here 
A prisoner — with his bloody band. 

Irman, A prisoner ! Otho ! — and alive I 

Fr, And alive — 'tis true my Prince. 

PrL {To Ala) That Otho here ! 
He would have torn thee from the altar, loTe — 

Ala, Ah ! (terrojk 

PrL Yes ! from my arms— or from the bridal couc 

Ala* Merciful Heaven ! 

{shuddering — then adtancirtgy seises his ham 
Art thou indeed restored ! 

Fr, Now, lady, did I tell thee true? 

Ala, Father, forgive me, 'twas my fear that spoke 
Know you, my Prince, how wildly you have talked i 

Fr, Indeed, your lovely guardian was alarmed. 

Pri. I raved ? 

Ala. O, yes I and held my hand, as if you strove 
To save me from pollution — 

Pri, {With tenderness) Did I indeed! {pavu 

{Solemnity) Yes — y(»s — I know I did- 
The chill of superstition is upon me : 
Nay, do not smile — my brain is quite restored, 
But this delinufii is in my heart. 
The blow tliat fell had not unmanned me thu?, 
Had not my heart and soul been wandering first— 
But now — this exenim; — {something threatens me, 
I yet shall realize my dreadful dream: 
My fall — the truuipet — and the foe — 

Ala, A dream ! 

Pri, Indeed I I have not told thee ? well, 'twas tl 
1 dreamt that thou wast gone, (/lorrowr — gradually 
creashig to rehnntnce,) And that I claspc 
Before the multitude, assembled there 
To see u« plight our faith for earth and heaven,-^ 
Instea<l of titee, my love, with sunny vye^ — 
A man in armour ! whose relentless ^ra'>p 
Was locked in desperation round my frame. 
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3o unexpected too ! {pause) and what is strange, 
I dreaint th.^t thou did'st leave me willingly — 

^la, {Ttuderiy) Willingly ! 

Fr. It wan a dream, my Prince. 

Pri, {Disturbed) But mark the strange concurrence 
of this day. 
The very man I've heard so often cursed, {to Ala) 
When I have told thee of his bloody deeds ; 
This ver3^ Otho I was the riifTian shape. 
That — mailed from head to foot — in sable plumes- 
Stepped forth, amid a troop of gallant Lords, 
^nd clasped me while I slept ! 
To night he comes — and blow£ a sudden trump I 
find sabres flash I and martial hands are met — 
\n battle — that had come for dance I 

Ala, And didst thou see him in thy dream ?(«mi7in^) 

Pri» Yes — smile my love — 
fTe frightens others in their soundest sleep. 
\nd idle as the fear might seem, to one, 
liess near the object of idolatry ; 
ifet still — on me — I wonder while I speak— 
\nd then — 

Enter Seli ;r, who falls at hisfy^Ljipith a look of the 
greatest reverence and i^tj^ion*) 

{To Selim) Has my father come? 

Selim, Not yet, my Prince. He will be here to-nighf , 
i courier has arrived — 

Pri, {continuing with earnestness) 
The unexpected bursting of that trump ! 
Within the very temple of our hopes ! 
The boldness of the band — thy strange escape-*- 
''or, had we been embracing to receive 
Phy benediction, father — and my knights 
Tad been unarmed, as knights should be, who meet 
'or nuptial revelry, and dance, — Oh, then, 
ilost surely had I lost thee, love ! 

Ala, {In deep thought) Indeed— but this is strange, 
night after night 
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Have I had visions too. (Jo the Prince.) And m 

like this. 
Thrice have I dreamt that I was snatched from deal 
That, from the Altar, I was borne away, (falteri 
By that dark fearful being — 

{Shuddering aiid looking round in terrour — Selim it i 
■to participate — and^ involuntarily^ raises his km 
as he stands listening intensely) 

' That my heart 

Once met in solitude — arrayed in blood f 
A bloody mantle ! And a bloody plume ! 

(increasing horn 
And suddenly he came — as from the grave ! 
But— 

(recovering^ and struggling to assume a cheerful It 
■ This is idle — 

Pri, Yes, my love— 
And I can well account for dreams like mine. 
This savage Otho is so full of wiles ; 
And strikes such sudden blows in day and night** 
And I, so near the object of my prayers : 

(more cheer/it 
These fearful visions of my troubled sleep. 
But make me feel thy value when I wake. 
Our Heaven is never certain, 'till possessed ; 
Our dream^t are tinctured by our waking fean, 
Till — what was but uncertain bliss in day, 
Becomes consuming agonj' at night. 
But Ala— to ihy maidens, love — such hours 
Should not be spent in fears — and doubts— and dreai 

tAla. Nay, nay, My Prince. (/uM 

The Duke has not arrived. 
And thou art not recovered from the strife ; 
"We should be more composed—- 

Pri, {Passionately) Ala, I cannot suffer thui« ; 
I cannot thus be fro/t>n with delays— 
Kay, Ala, look not thus ! Pvc stood too long 
Upon tliis diz/ying lnight — and must descend. 
Ala ! V\9 loved theo Junj:— 




.ct I.] A TRAGEDY. 35 

Cow I have loved thee, thou canst never know ! 
should go mad if I were baffled now ! 
.way with all these doubts ! Away with tears ! 
ic worthy of thyself! My Ala, let us wed I 
..nd then the trumpet will not peal in vain ; 
~ea, should it startle me from sleep, this night, 
rpon my bridal couch, my heart will beat 
"en thousand times more worthy of its prize, 
^han now, while I am shaken thus. To-night ! 
'arewell, my love, — to-night ! (^Exit Aid) 

y© Selim) Are the prisoners safe ? 

Selim, All safe — 
acclamations heard — bugle^ Selim runs to the tpindow) 
""here they go ! 

Pri, The prisoners, there ! \Vh} are those clamor- 
ous shouts ? 
i^an that be inf>ult to the conquered men ? 
Kegone, and silence them — unmanly triumph ! 

Seliin, (^Eagerly — without looking round) 

Xis done ! ^tis done ! my Prince. The Soldier's there. 
I"ow mute they are ! 

Pri, The Soldier ! ray preserver ? bring him here. 
"es, I must see that man — 

Suddenly) But Selim, look — is Otho with his men 
^o hear these vile rejoicings ? 

Selim. (^Springing from, the windotp,) 

>, no X we*d hear no shouts if he were there. 

Pri, Ah ! {pause — lookmg at Selim,) 

- ■ He is no common man. 

^nd had they shouted o^er his fallen strength, 
^e might forgive it, but I never would, 
Mndignantly) I never would Lave pardoned them on 

earth! 
low bears the murderer bis approaching fate ! 

Setim, Murderer ! 

Pri. Aye ! Didst thou not know it boy ? 

Selim, No, no, my Prince ; he has a warriour's eye ; 
Kpt not a murderer's — 

Pri, Boy, boy ! How bears he this reverse f 
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Selim, In bitter resignatioh— silent— stern — 
Pri, {Enthusiatm) What stormy gFeatnesB is a 
doiicd there ! 
O, that I ini{;ht be merciful, and just ! 
He's so magnificent ! 

(Pa%ue — working of passion — Selim fall* at hisfet 
supplication — the Prince subdues kis feelings'^ 
aUds in a determined tone) 
No, no — —that man must die. 
Selim, O, spare his life ! he might have taken thi 
PH. Selim I he must die. 
"Where went my barb ? Has he gone wild again ? 
Selim, I fear he has — 

{Friar advances from the ivindoxp — tage 
Fr, My Prince, they say he galloped towards 
hiUs! 
(JEnthusiasm) And shook his bloody maue^ 

And plunged along, 
Yet reeking with his wound — as if he heard, 
A trumpet in the skies ! as if he felt 
His native mountain air brace all his limbs again ! 

Pri, {Looking at him, with astoniahnu 

Father ! thou hast been a warriour once. 

Fr, Aye that 1 have ! and in the blessed sun 
Have seen a steed, caf)Hrison(;d for war I 
Aye, that I )iave ! and in the stillest night. 
Have heard — a battle in the Heavens ! 
For I was young, {faltering) In other days my son- 
I've seen the flashing mane and rolling eye ; 
But now {raising the Cross) I shake at blood. 

Pri. {Boicing reter^nily to the symbol of pea 

He is a gallant steed — {Exit Jtrik 

I never strode n barb that moved so proud : 
How he leapt forth to meet tlic glittering spears ! 
DidM see him, Selim ? plunging to the blast : 
I felt the trumpet in his shaking chest : 
But I forget my ^o^titude — away I 
Summou (he soldier. {ScUm u goin 

Dost thou know hk name ? 
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Selim, That U his only name : he lives unknown. 
Jb The Soldier, he is called by all the troops ; 
And he is poor — and brave — 

Pri, Aye that he is — ^but this is his reward. 
The Soldier I 
a. It is a glorious name ! O, give me but a band 
-« Of such old men as that, Vd shake the world. 
Selim. {To a guard) Summon the Soldier! ' 

\ {The word it heard passing along the battiements from 
■ ' Sentry to Sentry.) 

Pri, Stay — ^lead me to his tent. I'll meet him there ; 
. Such men are always proud — 
And he will thank me if I spare that pride. 

(£xt7, followed hy Selim) 






SCENE III. — Foot of the Battlements — Moonlight— Sentries 
Marchin|^->Line of Barracks stretching to a distance. Platform 
in front. 

{Enter Vkijxcr^ followed hy Selim.) 

Pri, Which are his quarters, Selim? 

Selim, {looking about) Indeed, I do not know — ^but— 

Pri, Inquire — 

SeHm. {Ohservir^s one apartment f(ol lighted) 

Ah yes ! 'tis there {poinding) 'tis there the Soldier sleeps* 

Pri. Art thou sure ? 

Selim* O, yes, he never bums a light. 

Pri, Knock ! {Selim taps gently) 

Soldier, {wUhin^in a sullen wice) Who goes there? 

SeUmi A Friend ! 

Sol, Who e'er ye are, away ! Disturb me not ! 

Pri, Open the door, Selim. {Selim crowds against it) 

Sol, {furiously) Who dares disturb my solitude, 
When he has heard my voice ? Begone ! 

{Riuhes <m^, and pursues Selim with a drawn sword) 
1 told you I was not to be disturbed. 

{jfauses^ as Selim retreats to a light) 
A boy 1 ah well, go home. 

{Sees the Prince^ who has advanced to protect Selim) 
4 
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-So! ye are two. 



Well then, Pll teach ye to assault me iinukl 
{Strikes at the Prince^ Selim throws himself before hin 

Selim, Madi»an ! ^tis the Prince ! 
{The Soldier throws doum his sword^ folds his arwu.a» 
standi Mir aair attii%id^ of martial digniijf) 
Pri. {To ^eUm) Command the guards to leave tl 

gate awhile. 
Sol. Stay boy ! thou wilt not be obeyed. 
{Waves his hand^ guard approaches with an esepressit 
of awe : the Soldier nods in silence, and the plo 
form is instantly cleared,^ 
Pri. {Contemplating the whole with earnest aiteniim 
Soldier ! thy hand fell hearily to»<lfty ; 
Bat unexpected battle finds thee, still, 
With beaver closed, bright harness, and a lance 
Forever couched to guard thy Prince's life ; 
There is a purse of gold — 

{The soldier turns slowly towards him, with a look < 

disturbed majtsiif). 
^ Twas bravely won; 
And many a gallant drop hath paid its price : 
I coutd have checked my barb in his career, 
And left my helm unshielded from the foe — 
Why say I that I could ? I did do this — 
To see thee wrench the banner from his hand. 
Dread Otho feared thy might ; he sbunn'd thine eye 
Here, take this purse ! 

{J^inds it to Selim, Selim reaches it to the Sotdie 
who puts it hack calmly and haughtily,) 
Sol. (Firmly) No ! 
Selim^ {Repeating the offer) Play, take it, talce i 

S«ldier. 
Sol. {Fiercely) No ! boy, I say. 

(Selim retreats in ttrrow 
Fri. So then {suppressing his indignation) my bo« 

it scorned. 
Sol. My Frince, I do not sell m^ Mood for gold* 
Pri, But thou did^st save my life— 
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JSoL (Snatehing (he punt ; fhefi^ trfUr a ^intggle^ 
bowing toith an 4tir ofHtttr sttreasm.) 
■ ■ ■■■ I «aved bh life ! 



Its value then, is this — one purse of gold ! 

One purse of gold 1 The man, whose life I've caved, 

Would not play feir if this reward were l^ss. 

But he's a Prince ! Princes "have gensrtms hearts ; 

They never pay the wmrket price of blood, 

And—*therefore^ — 

Pn, {hi ammxtmenf) Soldierl 

Sol, {Tossing it up mid tatehing it^ wUhanwr of 

supreme contempt,^ 
And therefore— but enough ! Pve saved his life. 
This, Una ! is my reward. A Soldier's blood 
Shed for a Prince's Jife, was shed — for gold 1 

{Prinee ^ngituUX) 
Boy ! (Selim tedvanees fearfully) 

Here, tie this purse ; 
iSelim refusesy-'-^l^Siy^ take it, H h thine. 
Thou'st never saved my life, yet there is yold ! 
TPhou'fit never torn the banner tirom the ^enfl 
Of conquering murderers, m their sudden fight 1 
Grappled with murderers ! to protect a prince ! 
(37ie Prince unskeaths his sword andftdvemeetfrnioffB*. 

(y. The Soldier stands twtmwvedJ) 
To shield his bride ! {The Prmee falters ^nd retwms 
iiiw sv>wd io the sheath) Yet there is gold I 

Pri, (J^iolent emofion) 

Seldiert thou art too boM ?— too bold t \nA brav^ 1 
And I aai pressed to eath with gratitude ; 
And may not lift my hand— Oh \ (ptmse) 

^Vhy, what has waked this sudden spirH in ttiee ? 
For thou art old — and poor,— hast oJften fotight 
My father's battles, and his son^5'— and yet 
Hast ever, to this hour — been paid with gold. 

Sol, Not paid my Prince— but fed. 

Pri, Well ! fed» But these are dsngerotn looks Mid 
tones ; 
fet, thou art ^M and bfaTe, bast «a»ted ti^ Hfe. 
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And I must bless thee for the heavy load ! 

(^Emotion) The mighty debt ! (paiue, trembHi 

Nay, nay, I'm wrong — 1 bless thee, from mj sou 

It gave me Ala — ' 

But else, — I do assure thee, for thy words^ 

Thus spoken with that martial irony, 

I would forget my rank — and draw my blade^ 

And meet thee — foot to foot ! — for my reply. 

And this, thou knowest, Soldier. But, enough, 

I would not touch thy heart, brave man, indeed. 

With aught of insist or indignity : 

[^Soldier appear* mon 
For thou art old and poor ; — and thy white haira ; 
And arm still sinewed with the strength of youth. 
Assure me thou art guarded by high Heaven! 
Old man ! I do assure thee, from my soul, 
I feel a filial reverence for those hairs ! 

Sol, {Faltering) My Prince ! Forgive me — 
I have served thee long ; 

(voice becomei mortfin 
Have served thy father in his bloodiest march ; 
WiU serve thee, too— forever ! ^till my death. 
For thou art young — impetuous — and as fierce 
As that young Lion that I nursed for war ! 
O, were he living, what a matchless pair ! 
But no ! No, no : — and I must cleave to thee— 

(suffocating emotio 
My Prince — I ask no pay. But let me see 
Thy labre flash ! and tall plumes blaze in battle ! 
As I have seen that boy^s ! and then — ^1^1 die. 
(Hentating"^ rudden thought illumdnates hit face- 
approaches the Princt'^ipeaki in a hurried toil 
increasing to passionate vehemence.) 
Tes ! I will be repaid ! O, give me rank ! 
Enable me to meet dark Ola once, 
And smite him in his pride ! 

Pri. Ola ! Lord Ola ? that mysterious man ! 

Sol, Yes, yes my Prince ! to meet the Savage once 
To rend the mystery that enwraps his heart-^ 
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On equal terms ! When gaQant Lords and Knights 
May judge cmr strife like men ! Oh, gire me ^tns I 
My smother'd prayer! for days-^and nights*— and 

years! 
That till tiMs htmr Pre breathed bnt te my God ! 
Pri. (^Chichmg his enthnHasm) Soldier ! 
Sol. {^Falling mt his feet.) O, gire 'me this! tOf 
Prince ; 
Ttit one flltort hour— then Jay me in my grave ! 

(jRmng m rni agony ^ sttppHofitkn) 
Or, let me still be Sampled in the dnst-> 
By all that nerres the Soldier^ arm for watr! 
I^s self respect — and confidence inHeaTen*— 
Abandoned !— and forever ! 

■ ' ' O , give me this 1 
Then let the neigh of steeds be beard again ! 
Place thy young bride where I may -see her ej^ ! 
Then let the murderers come ! And they shall see 
The resiurrection of a Warrioui^s soul ! 
Bnnsting, in tempest, from its self contempt ! 
O, give me this, my Prince ! And I will worship thee. 
Pri. iShttfcing wUh emotion. Soldier Ime fiMen at h^ 

feet) 
■ ' ' Old man J 

Thy prayer is heard. 

(^Unsheathes his siDord^^stretehts it wser the prostratp 
soldier'-^-wtms U'-^Jlourish of trumpets heard.) 

Henceforth, be thou a Knight ! 

Knight Aufred rise '! (Soldier rises fiercely ; unsheathes 

his stDord^ and stands gazmg at it.) 
The lightnings of thine aged eye 
Would shame the fiercest of our youtiiful Knights. 
(UnbvuMes his Scymetar and reaches it to the Soldier.) 
Accept.this Sword— 
Sol. (Compares their edges and 'wetght'-'and then re-- 
turns the Prince"* s.) 
No, no, my Prince. This is my olaest friend. 
I*ve worn it long. It is a trusty blade. 

( TTic eye of the Prince rests on the hilt) 
4» 
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A hnmble hilt — but strong : a keen-edged blade 
That shall go with me to my bloody grave. 
It is the first I buckled on my thigh ; 
Has served me well in many a trying hour ; 
And, had I worn it when dishonour smote me. 
It would have burst its scabbard ! Ola ! Ola I 
This fihall redeem me if we meet-on earth. 
And then—- we^ll go together to our tomb ! 

PH. (Jiwe-iti 

Why, what a deadly hate is this of thine ! 
So many years of peace, and battles fought 
Together— side by side — : so many deeds 
Achieved in soldier rivalry— in blood ! 
So many years of smothered flame in thee ! 
For sure, I know the wakmg of thy wrath. 
And yet, thou seekest his Ufe. 
- — That hand was raised 

In other days to stretch him on the earth ; 
And yet, he pardoned thee ! 

Sol. He pardoned me ! Why, what had he to 
don? 
I would have dealt him but a Soldier^s blow : 
Would but have stabbed him with a Soldier^s blad 
Nor this, 'till he had scorned my suppliant prayer 
Not this, 'till 1 had fallen on my face 
Upon the naked earth— and begged for death. 
'Till he refused me vengeance — and was safe. 
O, Ola! Ola! withered be thy heart. 
To smite a warriour thus I 

One who had moved in blood, and used his sword* 
Curse on his heart ! it chokes me — with a lash ! 
O, we were both unarmed or 1 had died ! 
I could have shouted, and unwrapped my heart 
To meet the midnight dagger— but, a scourge ! 
No, no, 1 never wiU forgive him, never ! 
So help me Heaven, in my utmost need I 
The brand of everlasting slavery, 
The badge of infamy is on my brain I 
O, he shall feel what ^tis, to touch a man 
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With other than the weapon of a man. 

( Enter Mssssngeb.) 

Messenger, , The Duke's arrived. 
Pri, We'll meet him in the hall. 
(Soldier waves his sword. Music. An escort sudderk" 
ly appears and attend the Prince in silence.) 



ACT II. 

SCENE I. — Night. Prison-^A clouded moon; Otho seen gajdag 
upon it in an attitude of profound contemplation. Clank of fet- 
ters heard as he unfolds nis^ arms and stretches his hands to* 
ivards the skies.^ No light in the prison. 

(^Enter Keeper and Selim unobserved.) 

Otho. Farewell ! farewell ! 
Selim. {Faintly) Stranger! 
Otho. Who speaks ? 

Selim, Selim, my Lord. (To th$ keeper) Guard th» 
door — 
I've seen the prince. 
Otho. The prince ! 
Selim. No mercy — 

Otho. Mercy l^^^Advanctng) — Who talks to me of 
mercy — here / — «^ 

See you these chains ? — (shakes them) — hear you their 

irop clank ? 
Who bade thee cry to Irman ? Who has dared 
To ask that boy for mercy ? — and for m^e / 
Did I restore tnee to thy home for that ? 
Who sent thee, boy ? 
Selim, My heart — 

Otho. Thy heart!— no, no — thou art mistaken, 
boy; 
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It was a wish to burden mine-— (^onijf f» Ukt TfrtAi^ 
Selim, O, no !— ^twas giatitude-^ 
0//io. (TV^mtn^ sudd^y) Aje— «o it 
boyish gratitude ; 
This augurs well— thon hjtft tt noble heart ; 
It could not beat in freedom wbfle in deM. 
SeUm, (^FairUly) I do not merit thb 

Lord. 
Otho. Boy! — ^boj! I love thee for it. rTwM m 
sneer. — 
There never heaved a noble bosom yet, 
But felt itself in slavery-— uid flue worst ! 
When gratitude oppres9ed it. He who.grret, 
Crives chains; — and he who takes, receives thflN 
chains, | 

They ne^er again are equals here on earth. 
But leave me — I forgive thee, for tbj prayenL 
iFarewell, for s^e ! 

Ma^st thon be happy, bof, 
JVnd live in slavery ! — ^'tis a bokterovi world-«- 
And greatness, like the tempest— rnnvt 1m pinkM^i 
Or it will bear destruction in its path, 
And flbiafie the thrones of earth ! 

jTHrm to thfiwimim:^ 
Selim. (Jittemptif^ io touch hU hgmd) Tmmmt 

farewell ! 
Otho, {Extending hit hand in emo/tpn, whuk SiMm 

catches to his Upt) 
Tes, boy, — farewell ! — I would not now Tebake 
One heurt on earth, that k>Fed me, tho% Iflce thint 
It crushed my own with kindness. 

{SeUm retiru «ioti^ m<le«ib) 
Selim. {Without turning) Farewell! ' 

Otho. Selim! 

5e2tm. My Lord! < 

Otho. Would^st thou atone for this ? ' 

Selim. {Eagerly) How my lord f I 

Otho. Bear that signet to the princess Ala • 

Selim. The princess Ala ! 
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Otho, Aye, — if thou hast courage — to the princess I 

her alone — and that, this very night, 

hough thou should^st seek her in her bridal chamber. 

Selim, But— my Lord — 

Otho. Selim — ^give me the ring — 

Selim. No, no — it shall be done — this night — 

Otho. This is her nuptial night ? — 

Selim. It is, my Lord-^ 

Otho. Begone ! {Exit Selivi»\ 

(Otho, toliu.^ 

Eui it be possible ! 

Am I the boy 
dat gave such glorious promise in his summer ? 
fie hope of princes and of multitudes ! 
earless and generous as the hon^s whelp ; 
bandoned to my fate ! — By men I've trained — 
f earth, and heaven ! , 

A savage outlaw — h^re ! 
e, who have made me thus — my father ! mother ! 
y destiny on you — on you, abide \ 
y deeds are yours — and ye must answer them ! 
)r I was made for honourable war; 
id overflowed with gratitude to heaven : 
y heart was full of princely dreams and hopes ; 
le tilting-ground, my course, — the mountain chas^ 
y pastime ;-~ and the trumpet's rending voice ; 

1 the consuming minstrelsy of war ! 

ere mine !— and all my heart and soul were theirs ! 
mng knights were my companions ; and I rode 
> proud a barb ; — a plume that blazed as high-* 

bright a harness — and a blade as red — 

any of my youthful comrades — but — 



-Ob, God ! — I was a bastard ! 



f father ! — mother ! — Ye, who have produced me I 
rould not curse ye — but — my bursting heart— 
, in your wantonness have damned your child ! 



4< OTHO : (] 



My father ! — mother ! — ^I arraigB y both f 
WouM I emdd wake ye from yoor dread Ad deap'! 
Would I might join ye at the cCem^Vs 4»r !— 
I will ! — Oh, co]nei-«4kppear ! appear !— 

Oh, BO, no, no ! 
I must be humble fir&t*-^«iust be reogntd ; 
Must bless the foot that tramples me in eaKb— 
Away! away I — I know ye alU— away ! 
I'll to my couch and dream. 

{Exit to an inner apmrtmt 



SCENE II Oariea. Viev «f a dutant tevq^e. Mm 

busy in the iUumiiuition. 

{SiUer Skum, looking <^>out^ e<unie«<^y,) 

Selim. {To an attendant.) Tlui p i tocaw : tei 

passed f 
k/Htendant. Aye,kQt amonentstectt— 4»4lMltMc 

{Sehm nau tagertjf tm oji 
The prmce is there — {SUim m$m 

Selim. {Voices aj»proaeA«)— Hash ! hush !-^ 

{EtUet Dux£, PiuvcB, AXiA, and Fbiaiu) 

Ihike. What a glorious night ! 

Prince. WcH, weR, my le^te ; thiae eye Is hri^ 
now; 
Thy lip is fresh again ; — VIA leave thee here. 

thike. Trust her to me, my ton ; and to fiij hk 
m cheer her for this trying hour^-^at teejBs 
To press so heavily upon her heart. 
{RaiUery) 'Tis only coquetry — 

Ala. {Smiling faintly.) O, -no, my Lord ! 
{In a nuUnchohf vtnee) — ^^tis something here! (fa 

DuJce. {nrotaing his arm around her waist «m 
tempting to press her ehetk. jUa r^fvUtuhimi 
, ty.) 
■Sweet lady, paidon me ! 




Ala, (^Reeovtririg^ and in ». tprighHy, ttmByOs the 
Jhtk»ttiU itniggks^~rupectfuUy,y 
2^0, nov my prince — it i& the tan I wed t 

Duke. {Releasing her,) — So goj ! and yet ao joiin|^ ! 
■^rfl^ hoaiteD help ray bo}? !- 

^Selim repeaUdi^, advances and tttires^-vfith impart 

tienoe,), 

Ala, Bat \» it tnie, 0^ Lord ;•— u this daik maap^ 
rWhose troops hafm hNsted> us so long in bloodi — 
^ho never seetiiB to 8ie€flH->CaIl^ it be true, 
?TJMit he is, nonvv H tt^tM.^ prisoner here ? 

Duke, 'Tis true — he^s here, not willingly I think ; 
^nd yet, ^tis true he broke his blade- himself, 
"When he had cloven the helm o£ my proud boy— » 
Jlnd sf isuig t^^eafftb— and stalked a^ay unarmed ! 

Ala, {Burst of admisratiimLy And then wa&taken ! 
<Pati#e.) And Irman — Oh^ had he heen^takenin arms t 
iHad he buCi cen^uercd hin 1 

'Strange man ! — It could not be from fear— ••and yet 

Se fled the soldier^s eye — 

\ Duke, The Soldier ! wluch of them ? 

Ala, The Soldiev«-*he has served thee long-^ 
Duke. Not that old man !-«»Dread Otho fly from him * 

C^ no— 4)e would not shun that aged eye v 

And yet, that eye is terrible in fight — 

Xut terrible as ^tis— it would have quailed 

Sefore that withering, glanse ! that beam of blood ! 

Tve fieen his falling like the thunderer?s flash-* 

"But Otho would not shun the thunderev^s flashy 

3Vor raise his arm, lest it should! look like prayer ; 

Like supplication ! even to stay the bolt ! 

Tor he has trained lit but fb^stnfe and blood. 

But lady, (j^odding to the Friar and Selvm to^teith'^ 

draw — they, obey J) 
We are all akme ; and now, 
strive to tell thee that my gallant boyy 
»ung,, generous,: brave, and noble as he is„ 
fas yet one fault." 



I 



48 OTHO: IM 

^la, {Startled) My Lerd ! 

JDuke, Art thou astonished that hh h&B one iaolt! 

^la. Not 80, indeed— I know of one— be^s^nalu 

Duke. And passionate — 

But these are fonlts that tiMi 
And strife and lore will erery hoar reform ; . 
Not so with this : — time will but feed its root— 
And love ! that is its sunshine I air and heaven ! 
^Tis only such as mighty hearts can feel— - 
And only those, when loving and beloved ! 

^la. (Alarmed,) Pray what u this ?— Such prapM 
tion— 

Duke, Madness !— jealousy ! 

Ala. Jealousy !-— of me f 

Duke, O, no — your female fancies are so swift ! 
Not jealoQs yet — and may he never be, 
Of thee, sweet girl !— But 'tis his mightiest fiuilt ; 
And when it touches him, ^tis madness— •deatii.' 

Ala, {PatHonaiely,) Oh no !— It is the vice ofM 
minds — 
It cannot dwell in his ! 
He is so full of noble confidence. 
That dark suspicion in his manly heart 
Could find no maniion-~and no resting place. 

Duke. A woman'*8 reasoning !— from the hear t W 
head— 
And, therefore wrong. 

A noble nature, child. 
Not jealous of its prize, must be secure 
In vanity ! — that brazen panoplv ! 
Must bear that potent aegis to the sun, 
Whose polished surface bat reflects faimielf ! 
The vain man never trembles when he loves ; 
Is never jealous. 

He never doubts that he is all the worid 
To that most happy being, he*s edkbraced ! 
His is a coat of mail— 

Ala. And noble hearts, then, most be 
jealous ? 
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Duke. Or e]se,-^indifierent— then they're safe in- 
deed. 

mAla, 'Tis said that jealousy is proof of love— 
)ut, no ; it cannot be — 

Duke. And yet it is !— The cold are never jealous ; 
Jan nevef be— for what have they to fear ? 
{ut he who lovel is oft consumed by thoughts 
["hat never thawed the ice of their cold hearts. 

•Ala. {Fervour) If this be true— may I be never loved I 
), 1 should die to meet a loved one^s doubt. - 
), he should be— 

o full of confidence and generous faith, 
""hat he should joy to prove my loyalty 
\y fiery triads !— Oh, if this be love, 
lay I biB never loved ! 

Duke. Nay, Lady, thou hast known what 'tis to 

love : 
fast never trembled <with a hateful thought ? 
tarted at shadows ? — (Ala appears moved) 

Been oppressed by dreams ? 

J(^She throws around a glance of terror to the garden.) 
nd pressed thy pillow, prayed and wishM for mom ? 
i^oke unrefreshed ? And prayed again for night ? 
sked confirmation of thy thronging doubts ? 
ut yes — I see thou hast ! Hwas jealousy ! 
here is no proof of maddening love like that ; 
3 unequivocal ; so past all doubt — 
s this consuming jealousy ! 
m^la. But how degrading to the doubted one ! 

Duke . {Solemnity^ and emotion) O, think not lady, 

that \ mean the pang, 
hat shoots athwart the brain in living fire, 
^hen we suspect the liaith of our young wife ! 
, no ! I mean the chilling, dreadful fear, 
hat we are not beloved. I do not mean 
hat watchful spirit racked by looks and words — 
hat broods alone, and preys on insect food, ' 

nd hunts for gfiilt !— nor that which bursts the heart 
ad lightens through the brain ! 
5 
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But this^ tiiat finds Hself deceived— is mute- 
Utters no sound — ^no words — complaints or tean— t 
But, with his last look on his loved •06— diefr ! • 
^Tis the exalted earnestness o^Aen 
Whose love ennobles all tbey breathe upoa-*- 
But once assailed, they die— ^ 

Jila, Indeed, I cannot Unnk fo ; fir I feel 
That I could trust my chosen one awaj-^ 
Where— when«^with whom it would— ^aU free ! 

i)uke. And se wovld he !--«Such is tbe donU 
mean. 
Alike sublime in confidence and fear. ^ 

He would not wed an angel till he strove 
With others for her c/ioice— and gained a priie, 
Irman would be preferred — and not reetiMied .- 
Could never love till he had learnt to fear, 
And both would bloom — and both decay together. 

I ' He loves with all his soul. 

Would never^ doubt till thunderstruck with proof. 
He would not guard his jewel like the man 
That fears its loss ; but, like a Mazing crown 
tVould place it on his brow, and bid the world 
Assay to dim its splendour if they could ! 

•Ala, (Enihutiatm) Noble mdeed \ Such is the hei 
I love ! 
Sut this is confidence— not jealousy. 

Duke. Well, lady, be it so : it is the power 
That sways his soul. 

•Ala O, I could worship him for that ! 

Dukt. (Oreat toUmnity) And I would warn th< 
should he ever smUe 
A melancholv smile at meeting thee ;— 
Be seeking thee, forever, with his eyes- 
Yet turning from thee, when he meets with thine. 
In tenderness and tears ;— if be appear 
More soothing, hunied, absent in his speech— 
Or leave thy couch to seek the morning chase 
In suddenness and silence — ^then, beware ! 
O, probe his heaving bosom to the quick ! 
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fie will be dying with some fearful doubt 

WUh wh^ch tm flfMrit wrestles nigbt and day ! 

And thou can^st save him — (Jtfunc approackingy 

It is a fearful passion, unsubdued — 

But we have talked too km^ — that stvain 

Comes blHhely on the night windy — 111 away — 

{Exit Did^.} 
{The Printui is 9hwfy felloufing him tn dttp thoM§^^ 
tohen StUm txMenly apputn hefwt her,) ' 

Selifn. Princes^^ 

Ala, (Starting m termr) Ah !'-49efim !— 

StUm. Foigire mc, lady — here's a twig— 

Ala, A ring! (JExamiiMt i^^^ famt}jf) Who gMre it 
thee ?— 

Selim* The captiv^-^Otho— 

Ala. CHho Mbe rebel chief ! (Ovvirf M^iiatUm.) 

"Who broke his swoid 
And— He / — ^Who would hate torn me dfom my priBce f 
■ W here is he, Selim ? (jA ruM$ig heoNl) 

{tShwping Mini^9 tmn and loMng rwndfd&ifiUljt} 
Hush, hush ! — it he here-^ 

SeHm, Oh, no— he^s in tiie dvngeoR--*- 

Ala. Lead me tibere ! (^HtHiation) 

StUm, 1 lead thee tiiere! — 

Ala, {i)ignMfy Tes-^ most see ^at man. 
Kay waitr— fljdd tell the. prince — should he af^ear, 
That I am at the chapel: wait me here ; 
And thou shalt guard ane te the rebel chief. (EieUAkt) 

SeUnu That dreadlol man .Wjndeed, i fear I^ 
wrong ; 
B«t &«, 1 muflt net speak. (Kbt'ee tatting^ approathn^ 

Attendant. Selim! Selim! (jsntering) wij to tha. 
prince I ' 

SeHm. f:TrembUngy To the pnnoe !— 

Alt. Yes — ^yes, away. {Elxit servant^ 

Selim. (Ooing- rehtAmUlf} What ea« he waal ? ' 
Tee, yes^--he ItiaowB it ali,-rand yet-**-pedMqift-^ 
No, no— PU not betri^ that 19m ! i^Sxit), 
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SCENE IIL—The prison. Otho seen walkii^abMtaBfrMtiii 

tation. Feeble light 

Otho, No, no, I cannot sleep ! 

Would that mine hour 
Of pulseless sleep had come ! — that 1 n^gbt die, 
And poor my hlood out, like a brooding curse. 
Upon tlie land that nourished me for death. 

Oh Ala, Ala i thou shalt know me yet — 
For even thou didst leave me ! — ^Thou shalt see 
That man upon his bloody scafibld yet, 
Who should have sat, with thee, upon a throne ! 
Would that my father lived ! — ^my mother ! — all ! 
That I have loved in youth ! Oh, they should S90 
And feel the vengeance of the bastard here, 
When he went forth to death — 
O, Ala ! Ala. 
{A female^ cloaked and veUed — apprM^hes tJoid^.) 
Ala, (HesUating) It is ind«ed I . 
Art thou that wretched man ! — 
So full of contradiction — ^greatness— -crime— 
{Pause) To save — and f>pare a woman in thy power; . 
Then rend her shrieking from her husband^s amis i 
O, man ! — man ! 

Otho, Hast thou a husband, lady ? 

Ala, Yes — in the sight of heaven — 

Otho. {With great feeling) Yes! yes.^ thoo.haft 

indeed. . * 

Ala, And yet, tliou would'st have torn me £rom lui 

arms ? 
Otho. I ! — by heaven — (Stops ahruptbf) 
Ala, Aye — shrieking — ^irom the altar !•— elaj htr 
lord. 
And sprinkle his young widow with his blood J 

Otho. {Agony) Woman! {instantly runv^n g kiit0.^ 

and sareasiick,) , J 

Why, lady ; art thou dreaming ?^- I 
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Ala. Njcv bo; not noto ((Aoii^^(lfy)^^but f did 

dream, 
Otf&o. A^ sof the sadden truii^»et that y« iMiurd, 
« planted foot, the war of meiL, a^d flash 
whistHBg blades, cnooimtenng^ Ret in spori, 
ben blood was split, aad gattaat hearts were tent, 
d banners flew ! 

w3d bx^ hftYs been ibr womos I but for tho* ! 
ue, we were foes — Otho and Imia»; — true 
i*Ye sought each other loug in deadly hatem- 
t— when we meet !— I come to steal his bride f 
4Ua» (KindHngMt the sneer) And yet, dark mas t«- 

thou would'st have stolen his bride ! 
o^ thou repiell^st the cbargein scorn— ^thoatMnIcT^/ 
ine eye assures me so. I know thee well** 
d Irmw laiowa theey tea ! 
DthiK And so— 

tbiPI^ on. earth oould move me to tiie deed ;-*- 
thing of hate for rivalry in anaa-^ 
tiling bat woman !— I must draw my blade, 
t to sub()ue the prince — but win his bride I 
d this ^aon can?at belieYer*--Ob vanity ! 
Ala. (^Ptusionatelff) — Yes, Ifom my soul, I do ^ 
]Hho. (.SigniJUmiilp)i-r'htJSiy^ this is a soUtaiy spot^-*- 

r one so- bright to meet an outlaw in !— ^ 

tay froq^ snccouc^rron l^ep wedding night-«- 

lesperate man, whose final hour is near,-^ 

lo would have torn l^ee^ thrUHng^^rQin the arms 

thy young husband /— f? 

Il l' " I r---^Woman !*^woman ! 

lo would have sprinkled o^er thy bridal bed 
th thy young husband's bk>od ! 
(^Ala retreats in. teanwr-^^e steps bifort her iroy.) 
Ala. Nay strangeiv-- 

"^tho. Lady — it is a lonely spot — perhaps 
ou.know?st thy husband, is my deadliest- foi 
': ponqueior Ixwwill condemn me to a death 
tlow^NHntfllerable agony-t^ 
5* 
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And know^st thon not — ^I see thou doit, indeed t 
The fading of thy cheek betrays thy fear — 
•^Za. (^Struggling with her terror-^^t keeping hm 

eye on the door J) w . 

Stranger — 'tis false ! — I know all this, ^tn tnie^ -• 
But fear it not ! — ^Wert thou unchained and firee^ 
I should not fear thee, then — 

Otho, {Gathering up his chain* and ntavwg akmit 

unencumbered*) 
I am free, lady !— 
•Ala, Ha ! treachery ! 

Otho, None, lady — none ! nought bat the Uuirtli f 
strength 
Of desperation ! I have wrenched the links I 
m^la. Impossible ! 

Otho, I have^ I tell thee — ^Would^st thon Me tlw 
proof ? 
(Gathers up the chains — extends his arm* — fiutie* a tm* 
vulsive effort and they fall from his itmAfJ) 
Jila, Mercitul heaven! (Reels — Otho suppmtthtt 

— She repulses him — haughHly,\ 
Otho, Now, lady, we can hold communion h e ie 
And hold it — as we please — 
Lady, I am no common man — and this (TVifttn^ her 

hand) 
No common vengeance, now within my power-— 
The youthful — spotless bride — ^upon the wedding m|^ ! 
Of him — my deadliest foe ! — 

Ala, (Snatching avoay her hand) 
Stranger — I am deceived — farewell ! 

(Otho prevents her from reaching thegtUe,) 
Otho, Nay, lady, nay — ^we do not part so toon«^ 
Thou should^st know more of him who gave himaelf ^ 
^^ To snatch thee from the altar !^^ — and thy loid— 
Thou art ungrateful ! — think the price he paid! 
And not one smile ! 



(Changing his whole wmmurA 
Vengeance is mine ! — one word— tboa tremblett now f 
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A sudden blaze of light Hlutninatetthe vhoie trittm — . 
Cheerfui music heard fnytn a dittanee. Ala gaze* 
at his countenance — appears bevtildered by tome sud- 
den recollection — and then utters a passionate accla- 
station* ) 
Ma* No, no ! — for I am not deceived ! 
Otho, You knew the ring ? 
•Ala. Yes, Selim told me — or I should have wept, 
Ta see thee thus, dark man — in prison— -chained— 
Otho. (^Pointing to the links) Not chained ! 
Ma. {Forgetting her terror in a burst of enthusiasm) 
Thy mighty spirit checked in its career 
Of stormy liberty ! — I've hated thee, 
And cursed thee for thy deeds — and yet, should weep 
To see thy stem magnificence in chains — 
{Otho points to the broken links in silence* Light tn- 
creases — revelry approaching.') 
Otho. Thy nuptials,, lady ? 

Ala. O yes ! — that music that we hear ! — thatlight — 
Streaming from yonder halls ! — the horns 
That spring so freshly on the dancing winds ! 

(Recollects herself — stops ahruptly^^in conftuion) 
Yes — idl this revelry is made for me. 
Otho. (Aside) Ambition ! 
Ala. My ladies wait — thy purpose by the ring ? 
Btranger. that pledge shall be redeemed ! 
Think or me in thy prayers — (Going) 
Otho. My prayers J 
Ala. To-morrow, — thou art free— 
Otho. (Absent) Yes, yes — to-morrow I am free— 
and she — 
To-morrow she's another's^ 
Ala. Another's! 

Otho. (Still mousing) Yes— another's— Irman's— 
(Abruptly.) 
Be sure you love him !— 'tis a fearful pledge— 
A youthful soldier's hand when given for ever ! 
'Tis not the holiday of tournaments — 
Of cavadcades, and gorgeous pageantry — 
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A ^onuiies dauce-^whea youtiifiil loTeii. mMi 
In jewelry and phimes ! 

(i/a li9teni Vftk breathitu oMiaftMff.) 

U U the pledge 
Of everlasting union ! — ^life and death ! 
For earth and heavcsn !^— in poverty and vo i 
(Faitering) Disgrace andin&my! 

The wedded l^mtt 
Should, be the lanctoaiy of the soul ! 
Its refuge from the storm ! — its home !— It* heayoi t 
But leas than that^-'tis hell !— the wintiy ohOL 
Of everlasting ic e ■ 
mAla. (Involuntary exclamalion) ^Tu tree indeed i 
Otho. (With a loot ^ttruggling trittmpk) 
The prince is young and proud — and tho«shoald*<lthU» 
What ^tiiB tp meet the throbbings of a heart 
That^s prest to thine in iaith and tnithr— for life-~ 
And answer, with the echoes of thine own^ 
Like sepulchres to songs ! 
•Ala. (Uhcontdomly drofi^ng her haad npm kh in llf 

intensity rf her feeling) O, horrible I 
Otho, Yet tluU were heaven !— to the endleatpeqf 
That thou would^st feel unwakened by It^ throb ; 
For souls like thine, must ever love or hate— 
Thcy^re plants that bear no blossoms— bend with hA 
Or shrink in ghastly barrenness— and die \ 
Thou Ala ! (At the 9$und <^thit voice, Ala uttere afimd 
cry — leois around a* ij expecting tmnfi other ptrem U 
appear — gradually hecomee oomjfoeed*) 

Thou can^st love ! — and thou wonld\it.kili 
The man, whose love and faith reproached thy aoqli 
And feel like one awaken^ in her tomb ! 
To find her struggling limbs forever bound ! 
For sepulture in Ufe \ — And kept from heaven I 
O, thou woukPst curse him, Ala, and forever! 
Ala. Oh Crod !— no more ! no more ! 
Otho. Hast thou a doubt f — then never wed tlM 
prince ! 
That doubt is death — nav, worse than deflUi to thee. 
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la. Stranger ! (with great digmtjf) 
ho, f Forgetting himseffin tendtimefj ■ 
ila, Ala! canst thou love the prince ! 
!a. {In antautefnuafU) Who art thou ! (Paure—- ajk 
endeavouring to recall some kng-forgottm image, J 
ige man ! — ^I owe thee mndi— and yet 
words— ^tis wonderful ! 
to thine adjuration, strangei^— Yes ! 
love Irman from my heart and soul !J 
answer me-'— O, tell me, who art thoii ? 
hrice have I encoonterM thee ; . 
;e have 1 shaken while I beard thy voice 
I heard one calling from the tomb I 
felt while thrilling in thy sullen gaze, 
I breathed in pestilence and death ! 
yet— cannot avoid thee! {Agnation) And 1 feel 
I art my evil geniu»-T — 
yet, I cannot fly«-^Tbere seems to me 
sadful fascination in thine eye- 
eye ^— that voice ! (jokcreanng tmotiim and ttrrw) 

Oh yes, I know full well, 
art familiar with the darkest deeds— 
a strange feeling of dislike, Pve met thee— 
letM and fled^r-and yet agam — ^we meet ! 
\oU^ !— that eye ! 

O yes ! then bear^st some dreadful spell { 
pare me !— spare me ! 
u). (Losing his seXf^kossu^on^ and fatting at her 

! — ^I adjure thee I / 

■ . ■ ■ ■ Ala ! hear my voice I 
^rt on a dreadful precipice— Oh, fly I 
Ala retreats in amagement'-^Otho rises haiughtil^") 
this is declamation --idle rant* 
>man, cansH thou feel ? I cannot talk. 
(. O yes — ^but thou^rt deceived. 'Tii true Pve 
wept ; 

at, B. This line to be i^noted bj tlie critic if be'a • tnt- 



58 OTHO: [N« 

And wondered at thy desperate fortitnde : 
But I have wonder'd more to see such migliit 
Exhausted on such deeds — Naj, move, 
While I hare wondered at thj fierce career. 
Thy midni^t stragglers — and thy rebel h«rdet— » 
So terrible in glory ! — i have dreamt 
Of thee-^ark man — ^unti) I prayM and wept ! 
Yes wept I — {Retremttng from hi* exiendtd wiwi) 

And yet thoii art deceived ! 
For ^twas all done in horrour — as we would. 
To deprecate the wrath of evil onetw— 
Do i love Iilnan ! — love him — One so yomif 
So full of chivalry ! — whose soul bows doWR 
In mute idolatry to me— 
Oh heav^q ! may I be worthy of bis lofc I 
'Tis aft mj prayer^— ^is aD 1 wish oil earth ! 

Otho. {Starting from a profotmd rtveriti 
Princess — ^'tis said thofiVt proud— «iid oolo, 

Jila. 'Tis true. 

Otho* And ret — ^to me — a fltran gp f nad aloot^ 
The secrets oi thy soul are ail laid oare t 

Ma. Well— €0 I am!— and had'st thoa pmlM 
knelt 
And sued for lifc — as others have for love ; 
Or yielded up my signet with a doubt** 
Or shook when conquered and condeoiDed to dett^ 
I should have spumed thee — 

' ■ ■ Bat thou art a mwi % 

And therefore have I opened tA my heart. 
I feel thee as a being, whose command ^ 

May not be slighted or evaded here ; 
And I have come to meet thee — ^thus— alone 
Far less m courtesy than in obedience. 

Otho. This is frank. 

•dla. But I aip frank against my wilk 

^ho. Thou surely lov^it him then ? 

Jlla, Tes— surely! 

Otho, Princess — Lady! (forgeU himi<lf agtdm) ^ 

AUi, That voice agam ! in meroy speak $ 
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. Otho. {Le4dirkg her to the light) > 

Now, Lady, let me read tby heart — thjr sou)-* 
l^ow, Lady, loeurk my trords — ^I know theeweU ! 
Thou dost n^f Jk>ve Irman. 

^ia.' 'Tis fake ! 

Otho, (FeAemen/l^) No, no !— 1 toy tiiou dost ti^t 
love him — ^no ! 
^ A boy with glossy eye !-^ frtriplinr kld^t ! 
With unbruis^d armour^ and unsuUied crest. — 
With maiden helm — and sword— Md i^udd-'-and Uiutt^ 
The blooming cliampion .of the tilSng ground, 
(*dUi <tppear§ dUturbed — wuidermg) 
To tread the li«t9 for Ala I God of heaven ! 
A band eo weak, it cannot rein his steed $ 
Who sinks before the lightning of the strife. 
Like sunimet blossonis blasted in their youth : 
He couch the lance for thee ! {Her eyes i^idle) 
Woman } thou wast nbt fashioned for such fate ! 
Thy spirit is of flame !— should meet with flame ! 
O — ^never i^-^eVer !— ^thou wert made for man. 
And thou should'st mate with man! a warriour's bride ! 
Who can walk upright in the battlers storm ! 

mMt. {Seeing hit purpose'-^inttantly awakening to 
her cten^r— oimI replying with mingUd te9m and 
detestation) 
And sheathe his dagger in the sleeping heart ! 
A pirate ! — murderer ! — ^Ha ! 

Otho, O, thfaik not, lady, that a soul like mine. 
Could leave the sway of men to crouch to thee ! 
Thou art a lionet ! but even thou 
Art i$v too tame for me ! % 

The woman who would share my rifted heart, 
Should stand unshaken on the thund^ efiff, 
AUd laugh upon the tumults pealing^ round ! 
Should bare her naked bosom to the bolt, 
And feel in safety there ! if I were by ! 
Sach she should be— an Angel of the storm ! 

^Bia, {Sin^fg^ng with fnany feelings) 
■ I must be gone-**farewell ! 



^ 
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Otho, One moment, lad J, thou hast loYed betoi 

mAla. Never! 

Oiho. Never ! — reflect — hath never jet tome bea 
Of kindred flame, blazed forth, encountering tliifle i 
Hast never felt a sudden, fiery thrill 
Along thine arteries ? — ^then a bolt of ice ! 
Then felt as if thy struggling heart were grasped 
By some convulsive iiand ? thy dizzy brain 

(iner eating vehemtm 
Before some flashing eye and nodding planK — 

Jlla. {PoMumately.) Oh ! 

Oiho. Hast never seen a form, and shmi'd it, too 
TVhen, — could^st then be unseenT---thy soul would hi 
Forever on its path — 

Ala, {Sadly.) But once — 

Otho. Some melancholy — wild enthusiast? 

Ala» {Recovering.) Never ! 

Otho. (SyMeidy changing i9 a tone of ihriU 

energy,) 
■Some youthful spirit, when its airy lightning. 
Like the voung war-horse, — at the tnunpers blast 
Went flashing ! — ^wild I — and — 

•Ala. {PcusioruUe vehemence.) Yes ! yes I Oh yes' 

Otho. And felt thy pulses quicken, and thy voice 
Drop fainting from thy lip-~when he approached 
And— 

Ala, Sf ranger! {Otho tiruggles to conceal histrnm^ 
And wonld^st thou know for whom I felt all this? 
Otho. {Eagerly,) — Aye, lady, aye— 

Ala, Well then — (Ae advancei.)^~{oT gallant— gk 
ous Iiman ! 

Otho, Never — ^never — not for him ! 
But tell me, woman — hast thou never felt 

{emphaiit—dtlih^^k 
Thy freedom shrinking — fettered as it heard 
The deep enchantment of some master spirit. 
And felt its potent workings in thy brain ? 

{Fattening her eye upon kim>) 

Ala. But that was tcrrour, stranger— -^twas l 
love. — 
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Oiho. 'Twas love — almighty love ! 

•^Za. Nay, Stranger, — for I have that feeling now ; 
Have felt it, too, for many a weary day — 
Felt it^-nay, smile notp— felt it all for thee ! 

{vfith great ealmntttJ) 
But thou I — no no, I nev-»r loved thee yet I 

Otho, (Aside,) By heaven, PIl probe that bosom to 
^ the quick! 

Lady ! — Ala ! (the tuna*) — ^thon art, indeed, deceived. 
Give me thy hand, (place* it upon hU heart*) 

There ! Ala, there ! 

Dost thou not feel thy pulse keep time with mine ? 
And answer ?— throb for throb ! — ^nay, lady, speak — 

Ala. 1 dare not-^ 

Otho, (Triumphantly.) Thou dost, indeed, I read 
thy downcast eye ; 
Thy swelling lip— and struggling step of pride ; 
Thou art a woman yet— but canH conceai 
That thou dost love me ! 

Nay, Ala — stay that glance— ^tis true by heaven. 
Thou art incredulous ? Well ! — I'll convince thee. 
Now listen. — 

*- —Once I saved thee in the storm^ 

When we were wrapped in foam. I then was young ; 
And other glories lightenedfrom mine eye. 
You trembled when I placed your sinking head 

(Ala appears much mmed^ 
Upon my breast—- and when you woke at last — 
Unconsciously embraced me: — Why that blush f 
^Twas innocent, as is the first caress 
When angels meet in heaven ! 
Yet, even then, when I had told thee all. 
That same brignt blush enkindled on thy cheek. 
In that delirium, ^rl, thj heart spoke out ! 
Ye are all hypocntes but when ye^re mad ! 

(Obserdng her agitation,) 
From that bright hour, until we met again. 
Thy dreams were of the pirate and the storm-^ 
Thy prayers and tears^ 
6 
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And then— -when next we met — li Was id bJfoMod f 
Yod Ishew me not 'till I revealed inysefr^ 
And then you shuddered — and your siiii^b|; hitiA 
Shrunk from the red pollution oiiny toiibfc. 

(««jU dwakmingfrom on dppretttrt §nmHu) 

«^to. Yes, thtn I hated thee in tmin ! 

Otho, Wen, so jou dld-^-and yef, we iti^t M^g^l 
And not by accident — 

Ala. (iridignantly.) Who hais t6ld rou tluV? 

Otho. Tdtd me Isidyi Who 6ouId fefi lud HSb ! 

And now, again, we meet — and all, alone* 

You come to see ihe hated Otho here ! 

Who would have torn thee shrieking from inU 4sM 

Of thy youfig husband / 

Ala. What mockery is this i . 

Otho. The signet, too, you gave me, ptoyed jo« 
hate ; 
Now, tell me lady, — ^was it hot your prajeTf 
When you bestowed that ring — ^that I m^t Ixwtf 



That you might prove your rratitude ?- 
Once more, on earth — the hated man ! 

Ala. Stranger I stranger ! — ^how am I deceit^ ! 
I deemed thee one so sternly desolate :— ^ 
Unshaken — ^wheh thy retribution came : — 
On whom Calamity could take no hold— 
The monarch wanderer of the foaming deep^ 
Companion to the spirits of the storm ! 
And then ! — I could have fallen before fby patil^ 
In prostrate adoration to tbv mi|^t — 
So inaccessible ! — and so sublime ! 
Yet thou art but a man^farewell ! Cf^Mf) 

Otho. (Seizing her hand,) Proud dame!— 
Thou didst adore me ? — ^Yes, I know thoa didst, 
' And dost, and wOt — until thy dying day ! 
Thy hate and fear ! — ^they're woman's steadiesC km. 
'Tis woman's nature — ^wnen she talks of hate, 
And thinks herself sincere— to feel but ]ove ! 
Her fears outlast ten thousand lives of love ! 
And woman's everlasting fear, if bvt 
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The pledge of ^erl^ting love ! 

What ye should love-— once gained— is thrown ^side : 

Thus hate me, Ala ! 1 would pot ble lovedi 

Cai'^88^4 — a^d then/oi^p^jfen/ 

w^ia. Madman!-;— 

Otho* {Dropping her han4^ eujf^ Utwpng the pasta^ 

dear.) 

Farewell ! ^but mark my wordp, 

Thy heart and soul are mine. — The first warm Idss 
That Irman gives thy lips, SvilJ yr^e th^e, gifl, 
''Twill be the seal of agony ! 
Oive ipe the ring— then, iifonwio^ let m part— 
I'll wear it for thee, Ala!— ^to my grave;. 

•^2a. {DramPS it r^Wtantiyfrofnj, ^er h^fii*') 

WeU, tpJce it for to-i\i^t— — 
To-morrow thou art fri?e.-T- 

Otho, {With califkcpjiSfiVf^^t.y 

Leave me, woi^nm^ — ^leay^ me — 
Oo tft tbjr nuptial, diix^ tjH^ difew ofoj^^ 
I'll to my'mY^. 

Jtta. {Struggling wUh enuttvm.) — ^F^wweJl! 

(Otho, Solus,) 

¥f s-T-sl^a remi)i)}(^rs. flu^.lr-r— nwr voice of yottik 
Hath waked an echo ii| km feithless heart, 
TJi^t me^er ^^ iU^ 9^0^, i . 

Yes ! — ^^i^j,i^kU o£ agony and twl.r«. 
TU^ dajrs Pve, i^a^t^hed i^ imm% h&f Uiaf(^-?r 
My-resignation to contempt are all repaid ! 
All— all ! ' 

The infamj^ of birth ^that dreadful curse, 

My lengthening life — ^t^ im^nortality 

Of woe, that weigh'd me down-7-are all forgot ! 

^o lists on earth, were ope|i for my lance ! 

Kg battle roilM its antbepus tp my Q^mf^ ! 

No trumpet sang my deeds !->!-«*-*no noble hand 

Grasped mine in confidence ^no cannon's voide 

W^ e'er to.p^. a recjjjiew q*^ jjcgr pave ! 
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-But that is all forgot 



My life a scene of one perpetual night — 

Vnth no relief on earth— 

With none to watch my corse-— to drop the tear 

Upon my nameless tomb with no fair sky 

To greet the Bastard's spirit after death. 
And wipe away the stain, in mercy, there ; 
Yet that is all forgot ! 

No tear shall drop for me but tears of blood, — 
Or such as fall from heaven upon the tombs 
Of men of might — that die unknown — and sleep 
Upon the hills ! • • 

Oh— heaven !-— if I may lift my voice to thee, 
And not blaspheme — now, let thy lighti^ngs forth ! 
And in the stillness of the coming night, 
Let thine Archangel speak ! 

( Wildntts ;-5o2emnt/y.) 

O, I would hear— once more— once more !--on eartli 

That anthem of the skies !— O, I would hear 

The thunders roll their everlasting base 

And harps and trumpets ring.—* 

O — mercy ! — ^mercy ! 

{Sudden terrour fixin% his eye an the dark pari 0/ An 

prinm.) 
O ! cani be mad ? {Recovering l^h imprtstivt soUnmUfJ 
What art thou ! 

Lead on ! I'll follow thee— ^lead on I toy. 

(gou out at pv^tuing something with a state fy sitp,' 



ACT m. 

SCENE I — ^A Cbap«l faacifally ornamented fwitb (Cttlu^a^-^Mj 
lif hted— larife window openin; on & terrace—view of the fnr 
dens-^low maiic— A1& rises from the steps of the altar aad tUmit 
listeninf to the Symphony. 

tJSUa» Support me, heayen !— whence has come thk 
doul^tf 
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He^s cqnj9r^4 up a fei^ th^t chills niv soil). 
'I]|mf^ ! jear Irmai) ! would I could %el for H^^f 
As *I ^»e felt I whlen sunsl^in^— rehire-— heaven ! 
r Came stressing from thme eje. 

• (TTU ir/ram ^earil nt^rtr-^o^iid. 2iif/ e^isc^i^Z*) 
How sad the song they clipose ! 
(Bursting into tears) Oh, that's i|q bt:idal l^ymn I 
Kind heaven — ^in mercy !i— Can t he d^c^ived I 

(detp sUencfi for some movunis) 
' I f|p^l oppressed — epthralled — ^my bridal hour 
Cpqies heaTiiy in its approach — (Sficpi}^riv^y 

That stranger ! did he dare to charge me thus ? 
. IVith meeting him — And not by accident. 

Am I betrayed ? {Touches one of the ornafneitkt» on H/ie 
altar and a low, symphony is heard t^sin a. distant 
i apartment,) 

How dark the lowering of his s^r^ent eye ! 
How coolly confident ne spol^e ! 
That girl — no, no — I musf not doubt thftt girl. 

(MtUfr Lah^O 

Come hjther child — ^how is thy heart to night I 
Beats it ih cheerfulness to these sweet song; * 
These tendfi'—- plaiotiye roundelays^ — 
Yes^ Lais, thou iart sad — ^I pity thee. 

Lais, (Eagerly) Oh, no, not sad ! % 

Ala, Is the Primoe impatient ? 

Lais, (Kenning to the terrace and pointifigy 
Impatient I — Let him ansiyer for himself. 
He walks as if he. thought you long at prayers ! 
Scie.him! how he treads! 

•^Ut, Return^ — he may observe tiiee, child' — 

Lais. (Significantly) And tii^B may think — ^p^rhaps — 

Ala, Lead Ida hither — (Lais gains the door) 

Ah — ^Lais ! — Stay one monj^ent—- (Lais returnij 

Lais, My Lady. 

Ala, Lfds- — ^I'vjB known thee long— 

Lais, (,^ffectionately)-^Ah yes— 

Ala, Thou wast my favourite ua my earliest youth, 
6* 
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Hast known my heart and soul — ^their teaiet sjpump 
(^Hurrudlyy^TSow tell nie, Lais, hast thoq ewer faTeaD 
Nay — be not thus alarmed — I do not doubt thee. 
But, whence I know not^ — it comes o'er mj h«arf| 
That thou art less discreet of late — 

Lais, {Bursting into tears') 
O lady, lady ! — tell me what I've done, 
O, I have lost my hold ! 

•41a, {Soothingly) Lais ! Lais ! 

Lais. O, no, my princess, since that dread Ad nil 
'When we went all alone — {•^la iays fur hand on 
arm) Through yonder wood — 

Ala, Hush! (ttrrour) 

Lais, That phantom — 

Ala, (great terrour'^looking rovnd) — ^Hush, in mei 
We must not speak of that ! {trtmhh 

Hast thou been mute ? 
Thou hast not breathed of that — 

Lais, No. — Never! never! 

Ala, Enough — and bear it with thee to-thj grave 
Be still as true, and we will never part, 
There — leave me now — and tell my gallanlTijwrd 
That I would be alone— must pay my vowi.-- 

Lais, My Lady ! {pointing to the doov-JUm tMW 
her-^she withdraws) 

{Enter Prince Irbian.) 

Pri, My love ! my bride ! 
Ala. My destined husband ! 
Pn. {Transport) Thy htuband Ala! 
{Offers to embrace her ; she repulses hiniy fifwHy^ 

gently.) 
Ala. Nay — nay, my Prince — 
Pri, {Evidently please 

Nay, Ala, we have loved each other long ; 
But never yet hath my full heart once dared 
To meet the throb of thine — 

For I have felt 
That kisses are the seals of heaven.' 
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la. O, Heaven! — 

ru And never, never should be given on earth 
in the nuptial rites of purity, 
ndissembled and surrendering love- 
then— 

la, (^DUturbed%) Ycs^-yes^ 
ri. (SurpriMed.) Ala! 

la. {^Wtmdering.) His veiy tones— and words ! 
—yes, I do love him ! 
ri. Love him ! 
la. Yes — him ! 

{Recovering-'nodding thterf^uUy at Irman,) 

With all my heart and soul. 

*i. And who would doubt thy love ? 

A. Yes who would doubt — Q who tovM doubt my 

love. 
derly) And you are quite restored ? 
t. Entirely — ^thanks to heaven ! for my full heart 
3ed to that dark dream — and sudden fi|^t« 
. me live, this night ! iflmustfaU, 
I shall blush to-morrow, at my fears ; 
:;ome — ^let^s to the banquet, love — 

{Ala appears rduttan^.y 
^ests are all assembled— come, my love. 
a. Nav, my Prince. 

i, ( Jvith ehitting tiateUness,) Ala ! am I deceived ? 
%. (wUh reproaSifvl tendemeu) 
iOrd — this is no summer dance of ours ; 
I should be at prayer. It is a fearful pledge ; 
( fViih inereaiing tamutntts and sohmniiy) ' 
athful soldier^s hand, when given forever! 
he pledge of everlasting faith — (trembling) 
fe and death ! oh yes, for earth and heaven ! 
idering) — Yes, yes, his very words — 
L {In anuusement-^egardii^ her %fiUh al9^ of 

inquiry) 
le words ? 

(. His — Otho's— (^jye drops her hand) 
I, His !— Otiio^s l-^troubkd) Why, what is this I 
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■ 

(A •pauit-^Mi recovers her recoUecHftuy 
O yes ! — our dreams ! Bot^ be not thitf 4l>tu¥b!^ 
These phantoms of an anxious heart, m loy^t 
Are only dreadful in the clouds of nigfat^ 
They vanish in the light. They^ smleii wingi, 
That dash the glittering foam from r^^tore^^ GJ^pi 
Amid the revelry of death— not life. 
They only shake the sleeping brain and b^nd.; 
In sunshine we can raise the cup and laujg^ 
And drink to spectres that distilrbed. onr ill^p I 

Jila, {Suppreued emotion) 
Ady prince — I must to prayers — ^I do belicTe, 
That such an hour as this demands the tbouigiit 
Of sober contemplation, more than death. 
In death — but one is wretched— or is bleat. 
But here are two— thyself and me — forever ! 
Let us prepare for this — alone — apart. 

Pri, How sad ! This merry wedding call of thiM, 
Would seem the summons for the sheeted pomp, 
The funeral wail ; — and not the song and swell 
Of thrilling minstrelfiy and bounding dance. 
When youthful hearts keep time in extacy ! 
Thy look is more the melancholy smile 
Of some sad herald of calamity, 
Than the bright messenger of sunshine — flowen. 
It threatens sepulture — not marriage, love ! 
Farewell — thou to thy prayers — and I to meet 
The courtly train — my Ala — all alone. 
Remember me ^d speed thy vesper hymn I 

(^ExUPrin 

(Arji, Solui.) 

His very tones ! — the kiss ! so he would say. 
O, had his infamy but been concealed ; 
I could have gloried in that boy ! 
His very tones ! — so he would sar — ^the kiss. 
Is rapture's pledge — the holy seaTof faith, 
Reserved for hours of mystery and love- 
In hours of such endearment, u the soul 
Can never know but once ! 
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•So he would say ! 



be Virgin who would yield her budding lip 
. idle complaisance, would yield herself 
she were not restrained — And so she would \ 
he careless prostitution of the lip 
dilutes the soul I and all without excuse ! 
II passionless — and cold ! in sport ! O shame ! 
Dols — Madmen ! he would say — ^to rifle heaven— » 
3 see unmeaning gallantry succeed, 
here love had prostrate died in tears and awe ! 
id he was right ! The heart that truly loves, 
eis little left to sigh for from the lip 
hat ripens to the touch of ruffian mirth, 
id Irman feels the same ! — and ye are right ! 
lat bastard ! Heaven, can this be just in thee, 
lat such a towering form and princely port) 
ould walk abroad in everlasting shame. 

(Pawe^^great notation.) 
hat can have conjured up his 8|^t now ! 

(Simfiing as from a trance.) 
» I love Irman ?r— Yes ! and I hate thee ! 
ou boaster too— as I adore the Prince— 
s, Irman, I do love thee— ^^ 

(Enter Ida running eagerly into her arm*.) 

, my love ! 

'dOf O, come, come ! (Exeunt.) 



SNE II.->Ma$^iuficent Temple, tt *■ distance — FonntaiiH-Com- 
panjr in groupes. Thick wood on one side. 

tier Irmav, pasHng thoughtfully toward^ the wood.) 

rman. The evening wears apace— yet I must wait- 
ill, well, Hwill soon be over. (Enten the wood'.) 

(Enter Selim— feeAin^ the Frinee,) 

hlim. Yes— yes, I must— 

[Re-enter Prince I&man, unobterved by SjCLlM.) 

, no, no, no !— I dare not— must not-i-» 
Pn. Seh'm— 



V 
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Selim. (Starting) My l^fAl 

Pri, Hast seeo the rebel siiioe f 

Selim, (Faltering in alarm.} I i VB^ Lord 1 
mytKMrd— 

JPri, And toid bim of bU dooiia? 

Selim. Yea, my Lord. 

Pri, And did he bear it well-— did'ft 1094^ bw < 
His port ? — did he not falter in his trea4 ^ 

5e2im. He falter in his treail I (melviid^i 

No, no, my Prince. 

I saw his eye — Uwas calm, and fixed mid tefril 

It was a serpent^s eye ! 

Pri, (Obitrving SeHmU unmUf^ 

Why boy ! that serpent-eye is oa tb^e ycV— 
Thou wast hi^ prisoner once ? 

Selim, Yes, my Prince — 

Pri. And yet he spared thy life — 

Selim, Ah, yes ! |«> 
I told him Vd a mothfibaQd be wept. 

Pn. He wept ! — '^ 

Selim. (luammly') ffe did indeed ! H^praiidhA 
he was stem. 
But I could feel his tears— and they were hot ! 
And he embraced me too— and I could feel 
His heart beat mightily — and yet he spoke 
With deep composure. Then I chanced to oall . 
Upon my fatlier, in my fears — and then! 
He started up, and bade me go in peace ! 
And cheer that father^s heart — 

Pri. No, no, that man could never weep ! 
He is a savage in his soul, (rotce heard caUu^ Sti 
Go Selim, thou art called. 

(kxit Selim running — Prince eniert ft« « 

(Sound of tumuUuoui criet approtuhing, Enitrfi 

and attendants shouting the Prince ! the At 

some pass through and others divide at ^.«Mi 

(Enter DirxE/fom the Temple J) 

M Soldier. Not here ! not here I Away ! 



i 
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(finier a stcorid SoLDiBk.) 

1S^ Soldier. 'Twas he ! 'twas he ! 
Duke. (Alarmed) Who! Whatisfhls! 
Jill The Ptihcfe ! i!he f ririce ! 

(part go ovi — otKefs crowd arotikd the Dtike,') 
Duke. (Passionately.) SWenCt t Whfere is the Frihce ? 

(khier d hdRli^JriU He garden.^ 

tori- 6oiie ib tfte palace. (potnls to the itihS^.) 
i^oZ. That way! (rushes into the wo^.) 

. (J*ru^pet heard — roU of drums.) 
jtkiMe. Why ihis alarm ? 

Snter a Soldi£&, followed by the company in great 

cofistemaiion.) 

861. To arites ! to ainns. 
Pushes through — Duke drdws his sword^ pursues him 

and forces htm ba^k.) 
Sop ! or by heaven, PU cleave ye to the earth !* 
All. O, fly my Lord, (endeavouring to lead him off,) 
Jhike. (Breaking from them.^ 

lence, ihis uprdaf ! Are ye mad? (To the Soldier.) 
3eak ! 
Sol. (Still looking 'a1 ut^ regardless cf the menacing 

atfiim ^ of the Duke.) 
hcy*ve carried off the Prince ! 

(Breaks away and rushes oft/.)i 
Duke. (Passionate vehemence.) 

^ho ? When ? Come back ! I say. 

(pursues him — stops.) 
hd h^ has goi^e ! — 

0§mmny crowd arouhd him— enter Servants and Sol" 
aiers from their search. The Duke suddetHy 
catches one by fhe tfiroat.) 

IMse. Spei^, rascal ! Where's the Pritice ? 
Jill. He*8 gone !— >^e's gone ! — 'the Prince !, the Prince i 
Duke. Silence — silence ! (to the soldier) What is this ? 
Sol. (S/niggltw^) He^^nilny Lord. 
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Duke. (^Loosing his hold in an ugon^f o/tv 
My son ! 

{Recoven^ and raises his trembling hand§ to f&ejd 

In mercy, speak ! O tell me where lie is ! 
Men ! ye will drive me mad— 
Sol. 1 heard his cries — 



( Ae-en/er GvA&n, as in despair,') 

Guard. Twas he^ndeed, I thooght I kiui 

voice— 
Dukt. O, speak-^or ye will break mr heMt— 
Sol, Two mounted ruffians gallopeq put the l 
Dragging a struggling man along-* 
1#/ Giia. I heard his cries— 
Zd Gua. And I — I knew his voice — 

{Dt^e staggers — recovers — speaks in a tone ofotffk 

ony.) 

Duke^ Speed to the palace ! — ^man the Caitle i 
And guard the prisoners. (^Trumpet) Meet Be i 
court ! 

(Ala rushes in vfith dishevelled hair^ and thrmn 
self at the feet of the Duke.) 

•Ala. O, save him ! save him ! 

Duke. By heaven I will ! Away ! awar^ 

(SoUisni 
{Attempting to support her.) heVs to th^ hall, mj 
^e not alarmed— they cannot bear him far. 
Ala. Oh, no ! but — mercy ! mercy ! . (Jm 

Duke. No, no they dare not 

(^Observing her to be i$%Hnm 
Heaven ! and I'm alone. 
They'll spare his life-^look up— they'll spare hb 1 
And hold him as a hostage for their chief. 

(^Enter several WvrriA^s who surround tho Hiifai 
Unte as he is endeavouring to support ika FHm 

Achmet. Lead us to the Prince ! 



V 
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Duke. ( With great majesty — looking calmly around 
on their number^ resting Ala on a bank and strttch' 
ing forth his sword to protect her — as she opens her 
eyes,) 
Hear that ! — hear that my love — the Prince is safe ! 
^She rises and leans against the tree— one of the ruffians 
makes a cut at the Duke.) 
%£tch. For shame ! can ye be men ? Look there ! 
Leave that old man — 

^Trumpet — shouts — enter Irmanfollowed by his guards.) 
Pri. (Rushing forward with his sword drawn.) 

Forward ! forward ! cut the ruffians down. 

(Fights with Acknutt.) 

Ma. My Prince ! Oh, God ! 

^Ma sinks to the earth — Duke rushes to support his ton.^ 

•Ach. The Prince ! the Prince ! (turning upon him) 

Ruffians. Aye ! Aye ! 

'ItAll attack the Prince — lights extinguished — shrill 

whistle heard — others arrive — the Prince is borne 

off-) 
Pri. (As they bear him off) Father ! guard my Ala ! 

(Ala falls at the feet of Achmet.) 

Ma. Mercy ! Mercy ! 

Ach. Away ! we want no women here — away— 

(Ruffians exeunt.) 

Duke, Look up, my love, look up ! 

[Reels and sinks by her side. Enter other attendants, 

Duke suddenly recovering at their approach.) 

3ear her to the hall ! 1*11 lead ye forth — 

(Exeunt omnes.) 



iC£NK III.— Prison— Otho asleep— Thunder — approaching tumult 
—clashing of svpords in the passages — Otho wakes — ^walks forth 
into the middle of the apartmunt» and drops his hand suddenly upon 
bis thigh, as for his scimetar. 

Otho. God of heaven '. (returning slowly to hispallel) 
Inarmed ! unarmed ! alive, and yet unarmed I 
lust I be butchered by a furioui mob ! 
7 
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Well then, I'll die as I have lived. 

(^Fixes himself in an attitude of stem eompoiure— f&aob 

heard — heavy blotct at the door,) 
By heaven, 'tis Achmet^s voice ! and I am free ! 
(Jboor burst open — Achmet seen contending with lOM' 
hers, Oiho leaps to his assistance^ wrenchu c 
sword from one and drives them before him, Sh* 
Urn rushes in and falls at his feet.) 
Selim, Save me ! save me ! 

Otho* {Stretching his sword over him.) Touch not 
that boy ! 
(jAchmet is overpowered and disarmed^ bursts from his 
guards arid throws himself at Otho'*sfttt*) 
Ach. My chief 1 

Otho, (fiaXf extends his hand — stops^ and then cibH* 
ly motions him away.) 
Nay, art thou not a coward ! 
Ach. I — a coward / 

{Looking proudly around upon the gwffit.) 
No, my chief. 
Otho, I saw thee fly. 
Ach. {Furiously) 'Tis false ! 

Otho, {Uplifting his sword as to stretch him at hu 
feet — then pauses with an expression of undisturbti 
grandeur.) 
False ! — (Throws down his blade), leave me boy^ 

Ach, {Fallijig at his feet in an agony of suppUeatien) 
O, no ! my chief ! — not false ! — not false ! — aiid yet 
I did not fly — I sought to stay their flight- 
Have come to die with tliec ! — 
Left living men, — and come to die with thee. 
Otho, Fool I — madman ! 

Ach, {Haughtily) Yes, so I am ! — {Jlis eyefaUt M 

the sword,) 

But here thy power is done. 
I will die with thee ! {Catching up the sword,) 

Otho, Put up that sword ! — {Achmtt reluctantly 

obeys.) 
Ha£t thou a soldier's hcurt 
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m4ch. (^Sullenly, ^ — Aye, once I had. 

Otho, {Relenting,) And did'st thou come to force me 

from mj chains ? 
•Ach. I did, my chief — 
Otho, Acbmet! — how durst thou ! — what were my 

commands ? 
jich. {Bewildered.) Indeed I had forgotten — No — 
my chief (Z'aiwe.) 
No, no ! I came to die with thee — to die ! 
And not to break thy chains. — 

Otho, Leave me — leave me — (AU obey — Achnut dc' 

f jected — Selim last,) 

Selim. {Returning — trembles) My Lord ! 
Otho. Whence art thou ? 
. Selim, I was coming here— when that young war- 
rior, there, 
Stood suddenly before me ! — then I fled — 
He would have slain me. 

Otho, Be calm ! {Takes Selim by the hand — he o&- 
serves the ring given by Ala to Otho on his finger^ 
— and falls on his knees,) 
Selim, And thou art free !— Thank heaven ! — thank ^ 

heaven \ 
Otho, Free ! — Art thou mad, boy ? What is this ? 
Selim, {Pointing at the ring,) 
The ring h — ^Prince Irman's ring ! 

{Otho examines it by the light,) 
Otho, Prince Irman^s ring ! — {Aside,) ^Tit not the 

ring I sent. 
Selim, Yes, yes — it is my Lord's— 
He gave it to the Princess as his pledge. 
Oh, had you seen him ! — How his heart ran o'er ! 
Surely— why — {Looking up in alarm — changing to sud^ 

den corifidence,) 
O, no— the Prince cannot be thus betrayed ! 
It is a passport through the realm ! — {Pause,) 

O, do not wrong the Princesi, mighty man ! 
^Faintly) She loves thee, too— 
Qtho. Boy I— 
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Selim. Indeed she does— but do not-— on my knee 
Oiho. Thou lovest her ? 

Selim. {Ftrrenily) Love her! (CUuping hithn 
and looking earnestly at O/Ao.) 
O, no, thou wilt not-^I am safe ! 
Oh, I had near betrayed thee ! 
Otho. Ha ! 

Sflim, Yes — in mj fears — for thou art but a man 
And ini^ht play falsely with a woman^s heart — 
And then — tlie Prince (in horroyr) — Oh — God ! 
Otho. He loves her too— 
SeAim. O, madly! madly! — {Thunder,^ 
Otho, Ah!— 

Selim. O, yes ; and he would love thee, too, v 
thou 
Less terrible. Pre seen him lock his hands. 
When travellers told him of thy dreadful deeds. 
And mariners whoM seen thy gallant barque 
Go bounding: o'er the wave — 
Otho. Silence! — 

Selim. No, no, I cannot — ^he has wept for thee ! 
And so has she ! — O, thou wilt spare her now, 
I know thou wilt ! — (Catch ing his hand.) 

rht has a father too ! 
Otho. (Shaking him o/f, and retrtating — thtn 
rioxisUi adrnncinS') 
Boy ! — boy ! — And dost thou know me fhfn ! 
(Selim fulls doirn in ertremt ttrrour.) 

Or— (Pflw*f.)— 
Who taiiphi thr( tliil ? 

Selim. ! i*n\ i-ii tauiclit luv tliat — it tou«*hed thy bo, 

((Mho 'nr/x his head and rH reals from iht li^ 
It ilni V :iv:iiu I — O yynrv the priiu'css, then \ 
Sl,(- 1;'.:= ;• <'.■'!. I I jiiid a ii-othtT too — 
(Hh'i. (llurini: his hand) Btirmir! 

(Exit Sehmslo. 
This liiii'^ — iht rriiicc\s Rin?— i^ this dcMiniei) ? 
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^o, No — She thinks ^tis her^s, to be redeemed. 
Stay! byHeayen! (pause, emotiori) No, I'll not be free 

(heavy thunder') 

(He-en/er Selth in terrour) 

Selim. The storm — His fierce and terrible — 
O, let me stay with thee ! 
^Burst of thunder and a vivid flash of lightning ; Selim 

s^inks on his knees — Otho remains undisturbed.^ 
(Faintly) What a night ! 

Otho, Bad omens for a nuptial night. 
(•^ fla^h illuminates the prison and shows a figure 
stealing along the dark part of the apartment.) 
Selim. Mercy ! (covers his face) 

^Otho rushes to that tart of the Prison ; and returns 

thoughtfuiijf.J 
Otho. Again! — vanished! — vanished — 
Selim,. (In extreme terrour) What was it ! 
Otho. (Calmly) Nothing — a shadow passing on tjie 
wall — 
This lightning blinds me — 

Selim. (Whispering) There is something — there! 

there! 
Otho. (Solemnity) Who goes there ! 

(To Selim.) Leave me — I must be alone. 
{^Suddenly changing his attitude and extending his arm 
as if it Huere grasped by soTnething invisible — and ad' 
dressing himself in a low voice as to som^ person at 
his elbovi.J 
Release my arm ! (wrenching it away) that chill ! 
Thy touch is cold to-night. (lowvoice)'So, no, — ^notyet-* 
Selim. Merciful powers / 
Otho* Nay, leave that child. 

(suddenly recovering ; thunder.) 
|;8ad omens, child ! 

Selim. (Gathering confidence from Otho'^s manner.) 
The Prince expected them. 
' Otho. Indeed ! 

Stlim, He had a dream— 
i 7* 




lOttm. lie liad a iSrconi !— Wdl. iwU, whut Q 
psttim. Aye, mii) «}ic PtHicbsb too— « fnftriW «»,< 
D^ow shtu 1reiDbl«rl ! (Ikvui* 

"'ho. {Laying hU hand en Stlitn.''t htu 

(fttlwrt thou— Is it (he rlrtani or llonii ? 
im. The storm— unil ytl I ffit a deadlier fru 
n Indy AIh tiilil tiwr dj'CBiii — 
. Othv. vVlint WB" thnl drfU'lHil ilroami 
StHm. I hardlj kn&K, iude(.<i] — ibc ^iiuln m lim- 
ao'lmrrfeilly utiH rniiit— (Othm mahiii 

AIM'uI some frurfiil heiiic in a wood— 
With bloody pluDitf— 

Olha. {Turning tudi'.nh.'i Wlisl! 
^ &'cf<m. Some due thut'a deiul. Be wnic n U*> 

C Anil blaedy mantle. Otie that slic had feimiL. 
' I- HDrto. (/«/fnip earnf »/.i(i.) WcllJ 
IdtlAH. She dreunif— 

(Obicrring Otht''aJix*d ijin, h« th( 
3(Ai). Proceed. 

). She drennit — tlial — (tnta ths altar iba \ 



iitom — he BTOM! al W 



bom 
Bj ihat red pbai 
Ab from tbe gvare. 

Nnii' leave me, boT>^Or I ehaU liiWc nich il 
By Hta»tn, 'lis <Tone ! f &tf &Jfl 

"'le dreams orcriounn jiloiac^! 
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Aia. O >iir<' hint! — s 
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Olho, Thy Lord ! 

AUt. Irman ! dread man — O, save him ! for thou 
can'st, 

{Seizing hit hand-^he struggles.) 
And wilt — I know thou wilt ! for thou art ereat ! 

Otho. (Disturbed,) 

Rise, lady — rise — thy Lord ? pray, who is he ? 

»^la, Irman — ^'tis frman — O, thy bloody band — 

(Selim rushes out.) 

Otho, (Starting back and locking his hands wildly.) 
'Tis done ! His done ! I knew tlie bolt would fall. 
Some of ray band were men — bis hour had come ! 
And has he fallen, indeed ! 

Jlla. O, save him ! save him ! 

Otho. What ! has he not fallen ? 

Ala. O, man, we cannot tell ! they've borne faim off ! 

CHho. (pause) 

Then is he safe ! O, Ala he is safe I 
To thee, he owes his life— 

Ala. O, blessings on thy head ! thy band is free ! 
Thou and thy band this hour I 

Otho. ( fVith a melancholy smile.) 

No, Ala — but to-morrow I am free. 
My troops may be to-night. 
Yes — I will save thy Lord — 

. Thou know'st me, Ala, 

\Vilt thou trust my word ? 

Ala. Trust thee ! — thy word ! — I'd trust my soul t» 
thee ! 

(To the keeper and guard.) 
Release the prisoners. Guard them tliro' the wood. 
(To Otho.) — It is done — 
(^Guards wheel to march out — Otho waves them back.) 

Otho. Nay, soldiers — that is not my purpose now. 
I want but few — my chosen ones — ^but few. 
Bring that young stripling here. 

Keeper. Lead the madman here! — (to guards whn 
obey) 

Otho. Who did this deed ? 
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Ala. ^Twas a young warrior — ^with a naked arifr- 

{Enter Achmet in chains—followed byguarit.) 

{Starting) — A prisoner too ! (looking at Jiehnut) 
Olho. Why, how is this ? in chains ! 

Cans't then exist in chaiii! 
Burst them ! and come forth — Come forth ! 

(wAchmet make* a i'onvtUnve bui ineffeehud ^or(.) 
^a. Strike off his fetters ! 
Otho. To fetter him !— O, I could bear it well— 
For I am old — but were I young like him 
1 should have died ! — i> 

And left my body in the tyrant^s links 
It could not burst — My spirit should be free^ 
In spite of chains — {tieiiding the manacle* vhik tk 
Keeper strikes off the fetters') 

Achiiiet ! come forth !^- 
Who bore away the Prince ? 
»Ala. Himself I — I saw him head the band. 
Otho. (Sternly) Is he safe ? 
•^ch. Unharmed. 

Otho. But why not tell mc of the deed before— 
mAch. Indeed — I know not — 'twas fon;otteii-^l — 
I was called a coward ! 

Olho, (Conmilshely grasping his hand) 
Thou'rt a galhint boy ! — I've wronged tlice— there i 
Go — thou art free. 
m^ch. And is my chief. 
Olho. He never will be free. 
Jlch,- (fiercdy) Nor I ! — by heaven I 
Otho» Boy — I command thee — go — 
• Q.ch . (Passionately — interrupting h tm)^-Noy no, n 
cliief ! 
I will not — cannot go — 

Otho. Hoy, boy — thou'st heard me twice — ^begone 
c^f/i. (Dropying on his krue) — My chief ! 
Olho. Leave me, forever — Achmet — 
Miij>t 1 be baited here — and mocked by thee / 
Arliinet — by thee ! — by thee, my chosen one ! 
O (iod ! Oh, God !— how huvc 1 fallen : 
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I. (Rising and staggering) 

ver 1 I had hof)e(i — my chief— my chief ! 

obey— Oh, Goil ! 

;. Amazement ! — Ah, are these thy men ! 

o. Go choose thy men — pursue thyself the band, 

bear the Prince. And bring him back this night. 

nark me — ^bring him safe — Spare not their blood, 

^resist — Away ! (AchTntt going) 

back thy men to prison — thou art free. 

ime/. What have I done my prince ! — Let them 

be free ! 
0. (Sternly) Again ! — Send them back to prison. 

(Exit Achmet) 
p, (Sneeringly) — Aye, send them back to prison ! 
0. (fiercely) Begone — (Exit Keeper) 
. Will they return f 
0. Yes— every man of them, 
usband lady will be safe — to night-*- 
short hours — will give him to thy arms. 
. Bless thee ! bless thee ! 
0. (Sternly) Woman ! — (tenderly) — Ala — ^leave 

me. 
prepare for death — farewell ! 
. No, not for death — fareweU, thou wondrouft 

man — 
I we may love, while we are chilled with awe. 
0. Leave me, woman — thou'rt not in safety here. 
. I, not in safety here ! — with thee ! — O, yes ! 

(Exit Ala) 
0. (Beckoning to the Keeper who advances) 
es — she does I — Let me not be disturbed (7*0 

Keeper) 
ichmet comes. (Keeper Exit) 

le more trial ! — I am satisfied ! (Otho Exit) 
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ACT IV. 

StENE I.— Ma^ificent ha}l— bustle— SoldoArt— AtteBdantt l« 
ing in, in disorder. Duke walkiD(. 

AtUndantt. Huzza ! huzza ! 

{Enter Prince Irmav.) 

^U, The Prince ! the Prince 1— hima ! hum ! 

Duke, My son ! — My son ! 

•Ala, (^Throwing herself into hii amu) 
I knew thou would'st be saved ! 

Selim, Yes, yes — I knew he would. 

Irman, {To Ala) — No, no— thou could^at notfai 
it, love. 

•/9Za. {Enthusiasm)— Yes^ yes-i-I did ! 
He rules the tempest ! — death is on his word ! 

Pri. He .'—who ? 

^la. Otho ! Otho !— (He shakes her qff m nUnu] 

Pri. {Significantly) — Lady ! Lady ! 

^la. {with reproachful tenderness) — My Lord I 

Duke, My sou — who rescued thee— 

{Enter a figure incomplete armour— folds his armti 
leans against one of the distant pillars in silente,] 

Jr, A man — 

Ala, {Forgetting herself) — Toung ! with a nal 
arm ? 

Jr, No, no— not Otho lady — 

Ala. Cllart — hut unsuspicious J — A band ?— » 

/r. No, no — a man — a single man — alone ! 
But his blade ! — Hwas hke the bolt of heaven ! 

{Obstrres the man in armour and poinis /o h\ 
Behold him there ! — {all turn) 

iicUm. Heavens ! His Ola come again ! 

All. Ola ! Lord Ola ! 
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Ehike. (In a low voice) — ^Is that the man ? 
^la, (Visappointed tone) — Is that the man? 
•t saved by Otho then— 

Prt. Again ! Ala — Ala ! — 

at spectre is within thy heart, I fear. — 
DiiAre. Such mighty villains tread upon our necks, 
;d force us to admire them — (Significantly to Ala,) 
Ala, (Hurriedly) — Prince Irman I — No, my Lord — 

(Emotionr-'^truggUng with her feelings.) 
», no, I cannot stoop— (Waihi aside disturbed — /r- 

man observing her,) 
DtUce. (Looking at Ola) — His presence tlirows a 

chill on all around ; 
f son — I'd ^un such men. — Whence comes he now ? 
Ir, Father, we know not — from some distant war — 
me bloody field perhaps — ^he lives in strife. — 
Duke. (^StiU keeping his eye on Ola.) 
it — to-night ! — 

/r, ——Well, father — I was borne along 
r Otho's ruffians at their fiercest speed — 
hen lo I — a harness rung ! — And from his burb 
)rd Ola bounded, with his sword of light ! 
leard his hollow laugh — and I was free ! 
Duke, (J/Eusmg.) 'Tis wonderful — ^indeed — and gone 

for years — 
Ir, No— not for years — a solitary man. — 
Duke, But does his countenance speak fair, my son—* 
:e how his dark plumes nod ! His martial frame 
shaken bv a fearful spirit — tell me, 
his speech dreadful as his laugh ? — 
Ir. That face was never seen I 
Duke. Not seen ! — You've heard his voice ? 
ily in battle— -'tis a fearful cry ! 

(Ola stalks away.) 
Duke. (Observing him go out.) 
f son I how know ye that he be a knight ? 
me ruffian-~or a madman— or perhaps — 
leader of some neighbouring horde ! — 
(A hollow laugh-^tums and tees Ola at his elbow.) 



84 OTHO: [N«l 

Heavens ! what a voice — (half uruheaihing his twtdj 1 1 
*Ala. {Shuddering) 'Tis scarcely human — { i 

/r. {Smiling^ and courteously saluting Ola-.-whiB mA 

haughtily.) 
Be not alarmed — 

He knows not what we aay 

He has been tempted oft. To make him hear. 
We wake the trumpet — and the neigh of steeds— 
The roll of drums — tlie cannon^s bursting pea^ 
No, no, mj fatlier — he^s a gallant man 
And bears a passport from our king — 
{Lord Ola remains in a motionUss attitude ai his nit) 
Duke. {Faintly — turning a look of doubt towardi Ok) 
And never saw his eye ? — 

Pri. Never ! — never ! he is never seea 

Except in battle — tournaments — and days 
AVheu gallant kniglits are tilting seriously. 

{Ola tealks OMiy.) 
}Ie comes to this, — my wedding — it would seeifr^ 
To make our hearts beat lighter when he^s gone ; 
Like clouds tliat hide the sunsliine, and go by. 
Duke. But why indulge him in such pageantry? 
Pri, In truth I hardly know— his nuik — his fame— 
The favour of our kinjf — his wretchedness— i 

Duke. Ah ! — {Looking after Aim)— He has a prino^ 

ly step— 
Jr. Yes, he is wretclicd — for he seeks for death— 
And even dcutlt avoids liim ! 

{Ola seen a^ain leaning on the pillar.') 
But Ala — {Observing hi/ii — taking •dla'^shand^andlui* 

ing her to Ola.) 
Love, — here thy thanks> are due — ^lio rescued me ! 
Ala. Jiord Oiu I — {bowing with great dignity.') 

{Ola averts his hf.ad — nods — and wares thtm fl#.) 
Stranti^c man ! — {Ala joins the Duke and they fcattM 
the rear of the apart intnt — he as expostulating ffiA 
her — An attendant tiders — beckons the Primo— 
ichispers something irhich throws him into grrot 
a git at urn.) 
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Pri. Enough I — enough — {attendant going — rttwmt) 
Delay the priest awhile — be on thj guard — 
And let me know — Observe— {Exit attendant,) 

Just what I feared ! — {looking after A\a, ) 

Such hearts are caught 
By such stupendous crimeF. The blood that stains 
Such arms as his, is hidden from the eye 
In terrible effiilgence. {Duke and AUl approach.) 
Well, well — let her be happy — And for me ! 
I care not for myself — 
Ma, My prince, — I have a suit before we wed — 
Pri. There's time enough — {carelessly) — We shall 

not wed to-night, 
Ala. {In proud astonishment.) Prince ! 
Ir. {Bitterly) — No, no, my love — 
Thou'lt have another night for prayers and dreams — 
And holy meditation — 
Duke. Ala ! — Ladv— O, my son ! — my son ! 
Ir, {Coldly) — ^Father, this boding night is almost 
spent ; 
And we {looking at Ala) want more reflection ere we 

wed ; 
For we may be deceived ; {earnestly) — ^we may not 
love. 

{Observing Ala to tremble.) 
He not alarmed — A brighter day will come — 
We^ll wed in sunshine, love, and laugh at dreams — 
Duke. {Pointing to Alar-—who supports herself with 

difficulty.) 
My son ! my son I 

Ir, {Faltering and approaching her) — Thy suit — 
{She averts her head — almost in tears — turns to go — 

and sinks into the arms of the Duke.) 
Father !— 'Ala I — {catching her from his fatherU arms) 

This is thy pillow, love ! — 
No other arms shall clasp thy form, alive — 
Not even a father's ! — O, look up, my love ! 
Duke. Leave her to me, my son — 
Ir. (Mournfully) No, father, no ! — for she may die-^ 
8 
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I smote her cruelly — ^unlike a man— 

{Ala opens her eyes — andfainiljf i/nigg2ei.) 
Ala, awake ! (hows upon her hands and Vfeeps} 
Ala, for^ve me ! (She rises^anUly repuUes Aim, m 
attempts to pass out unsupported^he gates fir 
moment on her face — snatches her hand andfka 
it^ with a look of intolerable agony^ upon his hme. 
No, no. — ^I cannot be deceived ! (drops her haa^ 
Pause — Ala recovers — ht fastens hit eyes nft 
her again^ and^ in his earnestness^ drops hit km 
upon her shoulder,) 
That angel eye ! — those tears ! — O, speak to me ! 
In mercy speak to me ! — O tell me true ! 
Have I not borne upon thee in my haste ? 
And urged thee to the altar unprepared f 
Consult thy heart — Go to thy chamber, lore, 
And see if I am dear to thee, indeed — 
We must not part — I cannot lose thee now— 
Duke. (In amazement) My son ! 
Ir, Speak to her, father, is she not deceived ? 
Ala! — I adjure thee — by thy hopes of heaven I 
Consult tliy heart again in solitude, 
And tell me if I'm dear to thee — 
Ala, (Mournfully) — I need no solitude to annre 
tliat. 
But— 
Ir, But what! 

AIua Prince Irman, thou hast wrung my heart— -lire 
well ! 
It ne'er was wrung before — (Going,) 

Ir, (Catching her hands and looking at her vitdiy) 
Father — look here ! — O, can we be deceived? 
Look at that eye ! — No, no— it cannot be — 
(Transport) Ala, forgive me, I have wrong'd tbec 

love — 
IKneelinf:) — Forgive me, Ala ! — I am mad with fcut- 

Ala. (Mt-lancholy wildness.) — 
Yes — I foririve thee. Prince— 'but we must part— 
Ir. (Wildly) Part, Ala— part: 
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Ala, Yes — Irman— I hav« loved thee much — too 

much ; 
or thou hast broken my heart — farewell ! — 
Fri, Never ! — by heaven ! — O, Ala — thou'rt my 

bride 
nd shalt be yet the partner of my couch 
1 life — and death ! — 
•Ala. (Fatn/ly)— Here and hereafter ! — 
Ir, Aye, Ala, yes 1-r-for sepulture or sleep. 
la, forgive me — I am mad to-night-^ 
et not the hasty words of fear outweigh 
life, consumed in offices of love ! 
trembled for myself — for thee — I feared 
d hurried thee too much on such a night, 
la, forgive me ! (She extends her hand to himy 
nd now — thy suit, my love? — {Ola re^appears.) 
mdla. Nay, not t(>-nigfat — 
Ir, Yes, yes— now— this very night — 
Ala, Well then, ^twas this — thou dost not kpow me 

yet— 
nd shall not — till some brighter hour — 
ask of thee to spare the rebel chief ; 
e is a srallant man ! 

Jr, {Catching the Duke'^s hand) — Father !-^father I 
Ala, (JVo/ regarding his emotion') 
o spare stem Otbo's life— I owe him much— 
Ir. (Struggles — vehemently) — 
will — 'tis done ! — Otho is free ! — 
Ala, ( Taking his hand) I knew thou would'st— 
Ir, (Disengaging it) — ^Enough ! enough ! — 

(^Enter the Soldisb. equipped as a KmcHT.) 

Sol. Mv Prince, I owe thee much — A soldierH^ 

thanks — 
'is said — ^but no ! — I dare not hope such things — 
"is said that Ola has appeared — 
"discovers Ola — unsheathes his sword — and throws 

himself into an attitude of defiance,) 
y Prince ! — the spectre has returned — thank heaven ^ 
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Aye, there he is ! — My arm is strong again— - 

I rise from earth — Dark Ola — we shall meet, 
And meet like men — (Ola walks away ) 

Ho !— Lord Ola ! 

Pri, Madman! — peace. 

SoL Lord Ola \"'(^Striding fitruly after Kim^ I. 
reaching his handout to touch Atm— -irAen OlahffW fi 
suddenly and stands mot ionUu before Atm.) || 

Pri. Sir Knight— Ho, guards ! I 

(Voices heard passing the word ^^ GtMrds I Guardif^ jj 
This unexpected courtesy would seem, j» 

An ill return, for thy new blazing arms. 
Sir Knight— 

(Enter Guards.) 

(Ola turns toxrard the Prince and Duke with gnd 
majesti/^ and wares them to depart'^he Prinet it 
obeying.) 
Duke. My son ! — leave not that aged man alon* 
To 01a*s mt:rcy — 

SoL ( Without taking his eye from Ola) 
Oh, Jeavt; us ! — leave us ! 

Pri. I r.jmnot leave him to puch certain fate— 
Thy arm is terrible in age — but his I 
'Tis terrible in youth — 

Sol. Fear not for me ! — fear not for mc ! mj Prince— 
My witlirred arm ii» strung with immortality ! 
Pri, He saved my life — 

(Ola rept:ats his motion to be left alone*) 
Sol. And so have I I — I've 5?uvfd thy life, my Prince- 
He wroiijfcd me once — is welcome to my life. 
Vail one, — or l>otli ! — it matters not, to me— 
Tor 1 srhall he at rest — 

(Ola rt peats the sii:nal imjmtiently,) 
Duke. .Must wi: leave him then ? — Gray headed man! 
Svl. No morel — no more — we've met to fight— 

(Ola wares his arm a^^ain and adraneetm) 
i*ri. ]lt must he obeyed !— Old man, PU pray for 
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Ha — ^be merciful — {Exeunt Ptihce and Duke.) 

Sol, (Loudly) — Well, Lord Ola, we have met — for 

blood — {Ola nods.) 

ind we are equals now ! — {Ola raises his hand and 

shakes his head.) 
Bitterly) No, no ! — thou'rt right, mysterious man ! — 
Wear a face exposed to heaven and earth. — 
intthou — enough ! {Throwing aside the scabbard.) < 

Now Ola, let us meet — 
et ere we strike, let me once hear thy voice, 
'ut hear it once ! 

Ve never heard it since thy ruffiaoKlaugh 
reclaimed thy triumph o'er a bursting heart. {Pause,) 
►est know me, Lord ? — We never part alive — 

{Ola calndy unsheaths his sword.) 
^hat, — ^no reply ! — Perhaps thy ruffian blow 
fath humbled me too much — 
^ell, be it so — ^we now have met for death — 
nd — {Stamping) here/ — I am thy equal, Lord, at 

least. 
They fight. Ola stands on the defence — The Soldier 
attacks warily at firsts and maddens to vehemence as 
he finds himself constantly foiled — and exposes 
himself.) 
Sol. {Pausing and striking the earth.) 
urse on my arm ! — Art thou impalpable I 
Renews the fight furiously — Ola makes his guards with 

perfect composure.) 
Sol. Art thou so confident ! — ^What deadly skill ! 
hou dost not fear my sword — Lord Ola I — Lord ! 
. do not scorn to strike me I — Vm a man ! 
soldier too ! — ^I've striven with death — 
^>attle by thy side ! — 
»*i not afraid to die— (greo< emotion,) — I'm not so old ! 
ty arm is vigorous yet — ^in mercy, strike ! 
'^f'-^mpts to provoke him in his desperation by ex- 
posing his heart,) 
, scnke ! — in mercy — ^treat me like a man i 
•"•ead Ola — What a spirit must be thine — 
8* 
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To trample calmly on a soldier's heart — 

Before a gallant troop of helms and spears ! 

And there ! — O meet me, man ! — in mercy meet "• - ■ *■ 
(Oto turns to leare him,) 

Here is my bosom — Strike ! — I'll worship thee! 

G, give me any vengeance — ^be it death. 

(0/a is tomlking away — the Soldier rusheM vpon khL 
icith his uplifted sword — Ola turns ahnq^lgmi 
disarms him with a blow — He grasps ai OV^ 
sword — Str^if^le — He is thrown to the eorlAp— Oh 
then throws away his swordy which the SMkr 
snatches up^ and raises^ as to cut him rftiili 
Pauses with his arm uplifted before the wuMhl 
grandeur of his foe^ who never lifts a Jinget fc 
defence.) 
Sol. (Throwing away his sword.) — ^I cannot itriln ! 

{Dropping on his hiee, and bovaing down his head m tfvt.) 

Wlioc'^tT thou art ! — droad bfinir, I'm thy slave »- 

Thy slave for ever I — Soul and body thine ! 

Whole years have passed, and I have dreamt of thee; 

I would have stabbed thee once before ; but thou 

Didst calmly wrench the da!;;g(>r from my hand ! 

And give it hack in siU ncc / 

I've lived whole years in panting for this hour ; 

Whole years Tve as-ked of heaven to let us meflt| 

And then ! — fi)r I have seen thy skill in buttle •* 

1 felt that I was sure of death, at least — 

And that were peare I 

We've met ! — Oh Cjod,— we've met — and yet I liTe ! 
(Incnasiiiiz agony — rising.) 

On thee, dread l>ein^! — !ii> this soldier's curie; 

Muy'ht thou be bowed with infamy ! 

{Ola saddtnly puts forth his hands as to Avtrf lie 

prayer.) 

With infamy / — O, I have touched thre, man ! 
(O/rt uplifts his sword.) 

O strike ! — in mirey, >lrike ! — *ti» all I a&k. 

<^ strike ! — An<l I'll furirive thee all — 

((Ua ri turns if to its shetfth.'" 
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Sol, (Unbuckling his harness.) Lie tiiere, dishon- 
oured fiuiiiture ! 
Lie there, my baffled weapon ! (Tlirowing down, his 

sword.) 

1 had lioped 

To bear thee with me (o my home — to-night — 
But we must part ! — farewell ! — ^I'm now a slave — 
And thou would^st never hane: on &uch a thigh. 

{Ola remains immoveable.) 
O, canst thou be a man ? — canst thou enjoy 
The agony of such a scene as this ? 
The parting of a veteran from his blade ! 
O, God ! — that 1 might pour mine aged blood 
In expiation here ! — with mine own hand — 
But no — I dare not — I*m but a slave. (Pause,) 

————Thou art the first tliat foiled me — I am low — 
Trod to the e.irlh — have sought thy life in vain. — 
I have walked proudly in the battle's van ; — 
Have heard my banners floating loud above ; — 

Have heard ! — O heaven ! ^but tliat is done ; — all 

done ! 
I am th}' slave forever ! 

(Fails prostrate— writer Duke and Prince-^ Ola goes out on 
t/ie opposite side with a martial step.) 

Duke» Lord Ola ! 

Prt. Nay father — he will not reply to thee — 
His silence is the grave's — 
(To tJte soldier.) — ^Art thou avenged? 

Sol, (gloomily.) — We've fought — and I'm his slavc^ 

Duke, His slave f 

SoL Yes, yes, — his slave i 
Never again to wield a gallant blade 
In iionourable strife — no, never! 
Here have I met him — here ! — and after yean 
Of preparation, in the ranks of war, 
I prayed to meet him, once ! — my prayer was heard. 
We met — and here, on this dark spot — for death — 
And I have striven with him in my might — 
And he .' — he scarcely deign'd to stretch his arm ! 
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And I — 'whose fauchion leaves a path of light. 
Amid the night of battle ! — I, whose blade 
Hath passM thro' ranks of thick opposing helms. 
When now, I strove with him for life and death, 
Was calmly foil'd in play ! 
While 1 put forth my whole collected strength. 
In desperation — to achieve mj* wish — 
And laid my bosom naked to his blade — 
And sought for death — he never deigned to strike ! 
I would have given my soul to touch his hearts 
To touch it once ! — but no— 
It might not be — And now I am his slave. 
There is my badge of knighthood ! {Throwing it dowiL 
I abjure it all. — The trumpet and the steed ! 
Tfie morning sunmions to the bursting strife ! 
The roll of battle I — honour I — glory ! — fame ! 
And now my aged locks shall bow and nod, 
Whenever he shakes his plumes, as if the Thundere 
spoke. (£n7. 

Duke, (shuddering:) AVhat a dreadful man ! 

l^ri. His sword is lightning : — father, — go with me, 
I'm troubled. {Exeunt,' 



?C KNE II. Front of the prison— -rrince walklDg before it. 

PrL 1 would not doubt that woman for my soul ; 
And ytt — no, no. — She has a mighty heart- 
She will not wrong me — no, I mu<>t not doubt ; 
Vet fcuch tremendous proofs come thick upon 



(Enter Princess vtHed^-raps at t/ie pri*on-gate~) 

Pri. {Advancing.) ^Tis true, by heavcq !— (rcfrraf/fff- 

andjuintly pronouncing lier name*) 
Ala I 



Princess, Mtrcy I — whence was that. — 

( iJoor is opened-^she cntcrt i« terrour. 
Pri. {ffildlif.) — Weill — His over— we have loret 

for yeur?. — 
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lone ! — at night. ! — to meet the man of blood — 
lone ! — O, woman ! — 

{Enter Selibe.) 

H a ! — ^thou'lt ffo with me, 
{Struggling — (U Seiim nnit b^ore his eye,) 
To, no, I cannot do it — he's so youni^ — 
Selim. {Tremhlingly.) My noble Prince. — 
Pft. Boy — ^tell me all. — 
Selim, I will — She loves that man. — 
Pri. She does ? — The proof — and PU forgive her all. 
— I can pardon love ! — 
Selim, She told him that she prayM for him, 
hd hated him — and — 
Pri, Enough ! enough. — 
Selim, She gave that ring to him. — 
Pri, The amethyst I 
Selim, The amethyst. 
Pri, {Suffocating emotion,) That ring ! — 
, I coi]dd pardon all but that ! 
do not ask her love — but I'm ^ man — 
m I forgot so soon ! — {Furiously,) — by heaven ! 
Selim. O, spare her life ! — my Prince ! — She loves 

thee too — 
heard her tell him so. — 
PH. Thou didst • 

!cr life ! — O, that is safe — ^unless, like me 
[le can die broken-hearted, when elie sees 
3me loved-one act unworthily — that ring ! 
o him ! — ^but yesterday, I saw her weep, 
nd swear that ring should deck her for the grave, 
ut — if he has a heart. — 

; — Leave me, Selim. — {Exit Selim.) 

d rather die than find my fears confirmed — 

{Strikes the gate,) 

{Enter Keeper.) 

Pri. Lead me to Otho's cell ; 
Keeper. I dare not— he's asleep. — 
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Pri, (^Struggling with tmoHon,') Asleep I— or !■ 

he compaDy to-night ? 
Keep. None, my Prince. — 
Pri. Beath ! — ^must I be mocked like tiuil 

Ktejp. My Prince ! 

Pri. Speak then — is Otho now alone ? 

Kup, As I hope for mercy — ^yes.— 

Pri, I saw a woman enter here— 

Kttp. But she awaits his waking.— 

Pri, Who is she ? 

Keep, One of lady Ala's women.-~ 

Pri. Wretch ! — (Flinging him cjjl)" ■ (jgom{ 

Keep. O, stay my Prince ! — I never eaw him thuc 

Pri, (rMming.)— Lead me to his cell. — 

(Exit^foUomng Kttfi 

SCENE III. Otfao*aCell. Otho asleep. AcbmttwUelumh| 

pallet— Otbe awakes suddcolj. 

Otho. (5/cm/y.)— Who art thou? 

•dchmet, Achmet, my Lord. 

Otho, All yes — I had forgotten thee. 
Go to thy rest — tliy last above the grave.— 
To-morrow we will die — together I boy. — 

w^c/t. (Bowing on his hands.) — Ah, yes! 

Otho, Thou hust a soul that should not staj on eu 
Hiist thou a fatlier boy i 

»^ch. Only a mothtT. — 

Otho, No father! — what, no father. (ruin^ 

%/ivh. He is gono. — 

Otho, Thow had^t a father then? 

*^c/t. (m/lstonishcd,) — My chief! 

Otho, (M'ot regarding: hiin,)-^ And hast a m^ 
yet — tliou'rt happ}', boy — 
.For she will we<-p for tht-i. — (Taking huktM 

Bear up — be ]>roud — weMI die togetlier boy— 
And die like warriors too ! — now to thy cell. 

(Exii Jickm 
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man veilM — 

!, at midnight — veilM. — She seeks me out. 

pirhy ? — Young Ala ! — let her answer that ! 

» — If she should come, 
take her memory with my youthful voice, 
she sees the spectre of my youth. 
e a fiery trial — If she^s firm 
1 1 put forth my strength — and touch her brain, 
•are her ! — worship her I — ^but if she yields, 
sd, then let mc die ! 

{Enter Priitcess.) 

an, — art thou come again. — Keeper, ho ! 

{Enter Keeper.) 

'e were my commands ! 

eper. That madman — 

10. Achmct! — {Fiercely.^ 

ep. {Sullenly.) — Well, Acfamet, then — he told me 

you had waked, 
io. Begone ! — (Exit Keeper,) 

ICC enters — observes Ala — slops — arid passes into 

the shade unobserved,) 
t. Dark man — I cannot rest — I've gained thy 

life, 
tteet no more on earth — 
—rye come to thank thee for the life 
m I loved. — 
ko. Loved! 
1. And do love yet — I've come to thank thee 

once ; 
jurst the charm that binds me — and depart — 
:rue thy band did not restore the Prince ; 
ret — the deed was wonderful ! 
thy mysterious agency was there. 

■ {Pause. — Emotion,) 

wretched now, — and thou hast made me so. 
low, I have a doubt — where doubt is death, 
re once my fate was strong — 
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I come to tell tlice thou hast smitten me 

With death — a lingering deatli — and now, fareird 

Otho* {Great feeling,) Ladj — a momcntr-^ 
are my last hours — 
We never meet again. — Let us part friends. 
Thou to thy nuptial couch — and I to that / 
I jet us part friends — in peace — and charity ; 
For — Ala — thou'lt remember me for year*,— 
And this last hour will comfort thee, for aye. 
Amid thy desolation — 

(jAla much affected,) 
When thou shalt wake and wonder at thjielf,— 
An awful mystery is o^er tliee, Ala ! 
"When thou art happy — Ala — and when I— 
N«, no — I dare not Oiink of that — 
ni visit thee — and guard thee in the nidit. 
Be ever round thee ! — wilt tiiou think of mc? 
Of him who died for thee ? — Who gave his soni, 
That he might see thee smile — and hear thy voice.' 
Lady, I tell thee, as a dying man — 
That I have loved thee ! — thou hast made me thus 

{Prince much agitated,) 

Ala, {Looking round fearfully,) Stranger I — 
I must not listen to thee — 
There is enchantment in thy voice. — 

Otho, Woman! — 

Ala. Otho! 

Otho, Ala, Vve thought too high, perhaps, but y 
Ala ! — I think, had I been near thee long, 
Where we might meet and Iiear each other^s heart 
That I had now been free ! 
A valiant name ! — on Iionour^s blazing roll ! 

And Ala, — thou 
TIadst been the partner of a mighty heart. 
That beat for glorious deeds ! 
O, Ala, had 1 seen an eye like thine 
To brighten or to weep whi-n I went fortli 
7o combat for its smile. — a voice like thine. 
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7o cheer me on my way, — a heart like thine, 

To hid me welcome, thoiig:h we were alone 

a wretchedness — ^tho' all the world should frown - 

Vhat might I not have been ! 

Lla ! — I could have trodden on that world, 

Lnd died in silent martyrdom for thee ! 

Then, I had been what woman well might love ; 

Jut now — we've met too late.—* 

■ Pve loved thee mucli. 

jhall love thee, yet — ^nay, lady — do not weep. — 
have one prayer — but one — I'm a man 
Jnus'd to supplication — cannot beg — 
3ut I demand it. — 

( The Prince, emerges from hit eonceahnent in great 

agitation.) 
Po-morrow I shall die — I am resolved — 
've nothing left to wish for here on earth — 
To-night thou art another's. — 

(^Extending his arms.) — One last embrace ! 

wi/a. Art thou a man ! — One last embrace, from me 1 
ifoung Irman's bride. — 

Otho. Thou'lt never be his bride ! — I ask of thee 
But one embrace— one kiss — 

•^la. (Exultingly.) Farewell, farewell forever I— * 
I am free ! 
0, thou hast stooped indeed. — 

Otho. {Seising her hands.) Not yet — one kiss — one 
innocent embrace, 
Such as thou gav'st me once. — 

mAla. Oh, never — never ! (^Prince raises his hands.) 

Otho. {Dropping at her feet.) — Lady. — Look here; 
[ never knelt before. — 
['ve done with magnanimity on earth ; 
3, do not scorn me ! — thou art in my power — 
\nd I would leave thee hallow'd when I die. — 
[ love thee, Ala ; 

Dne innocent embrace — and then I'll go — 
And leave thee spotless to my rival's arms ; — 
rhou should'st have been my bride — not his, — 

9 
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Thou lov^st me like a husband, even noW| * 

And yet, I'll leave thee. — 

Ala, (Struggling violently.) 'Tb false !^ 
1 do not love thee, wretch.— 

Otho. (Rising) Ladj — ^thou dost — ^I swear it bj 
my soul ! 
About to meet its Judge — ^tbou dost ! 
But one embrace — in innocence — ^I ask. 
'Twill cheer me in my death — (ShestruggleM vioUntly,) 

Nay, Ala ! nay, 

I'd have it freely — ^but, by heaven, I will I 

•Ala, (Faintly,) — Never ! 

Otho. (Releasing her,) Lady — then g&^«nd go in 
purity ! 
I love thee yet too much for violence : 
I've battled for thee, once — ^have sav'd thy life 
Amid a fearful storm — and in these arms 
And on this bosom bore tliy sinking head, ^ 
All tliis I've done — fiu-cwell — ^ 

Thou wilt not shed one tear 

In charibr upon my grave. Not one ! 

Upon unhallowed groimd my bones will lie— 

And know no solitude. The busy tread 

Of living feet will still disturb my sleep. 

And this — for thee ! — 

Hemembcr thou — that all he asked of thee 

To cheer him in the bitterness of death, 

And pay tliy mighty debt — • 

Was but one innocent embrace— one kiss, 

Which he had taken had he loved thee less.— 

And that thou di(ii>t refuse him — and he died 

)Je5erted even by thee I — 

Jila, (Faintly A^ Otho! 

(The Prince raises his fiands to AcMgn.) 

Otho, (Half retreating,)— A\si !— 

•Ala, Otho, farewell — a vow withholds me.— 

Otho. (Passionately — aside,) O, I could claip Iwr 
to my hfurt ! 

(Prince movct^Otho Qhnrxu him,) 
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The Prince ! (aside,) 

Nay then, I'll be revenged ! — 
Ala — thou knowest me ? 

mAla, Yes — Otho — I do know thee — thy great heart 
Is full of energy — and since that hour 
When thou diast bear me through the billows safe, 
My heart hath clung to thee, I know not why — 
I shudder when I hear thy thrilling voice, 
And yet I love to listen ! — for it seems 
Like voices that have call'd me in my sleep. 
And then, that dark imperial eye of thine ! 
I felt familiar with its glance. — 
Sure I have known thee in some other life ! 

Otho. (Triumphantly.) Thou hast indeed ! 

•dla, (^Looking at him a moment — and continuing in, 
a melancholy tone.) 
I know not why — ^but Pm constrained to speak — 
Forgive me heaven ! — I'll tell thee from my soul 
That I would rather share thy stormy fate 
In peril, wretchedness and solitude, — 
If I were free — than his^-now wilt thou live ? 

Otho. O yes, with that embrace — ^without it, no ! 
So help mo heaven ! 

w2/a, O make me not thy murderer ! 

(Prince^ increasing emotion.) 
My vow is registered above — 

Otho. What vow ? — ^when made ? to whom ? 

%Ala. In childhood — to a boy. — 

Otho. In childhood ! — to a boy ! 
Woman ! — art thou withheld by this ? 

Ala, {Passionate enthusiasm.) Withheld by this ! 
Would he were here I — that boy ! — ^before our eyes — 
Thou would'st not wonder that I made the vow — 
He was a god I — and he was virtuous too — 
O, thou would'st tremble in his youthful gaze, 
As I now do in thine. — O, Osmyn ! Osmyn ! 

Otho {Reeling and clasping his hands in agony.) 
Ala \— {Faintly.)— k\2L ! 

Ala, {Catching his hand mldly.) Who called mc then ? 
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Didst Ihou not hear a voice I {Pauue — listening.) I 

My guardian angel fled ! — (^BettiUerai.) j 

Otho, Merciful heaven ! — what is woman^s Jove ? — I 

(^Seizes her hmid — she retreats to the shdidt'^Printe m 

unsheathes his sicord^ advances^ and then retvm I' 

to the y:loom.^ I 

O, thou wilt ijraiit my prayer ! 

mdla, {Faint I If repulsing him,^ No, never ! nerer! 

(0///(> sees the Prince with his atoord tfrawfi.) • 
Otho. Nay tiien — ^in desperation! 
(Jila strui^glts — Prince uplifts his sicord — Oiho presstt 
her to his heart — imprints a kiss upon her lipa^ 
reltasfs his hold as horrour-struck^ she nnki ft 
the Jloor^ and the Prince rushes ou/.) 
Otho. {Star-ding before her as she recorersJ) 
Ala ! — {Stc.rlling cry.) Farewell, forever ! 
•/2ia. ( Wildly,) oil, mercy ! mercy, Osmyn !— Wheit 
art thou ! {Rises — staggers^ and f alls at his/ut,) 
Oh, who art thou ! 

Otho, {Retreating franticly,) Awayl — away! 
My heart is broke. — 

Oh, woman ! woman ! ye would yield your souli 
To those your souls should hate. 

{•Advancing towards her,) 
O, woman I woman ! why not call on heaven ! 
Thy guards were litre — {low voice) — the Prince himielf 

was> here ! 
I would have spared thee ! (retremiwg,) 

Ala, {Catmb/) T\w deed is done ! — my heart b 
broken forever — 
My innocence ib gone — my pride — my strength.— 
I febl my OsmynVo curse ! — O, this is guilt ! 
O, Osmyn ! 0>.myn \— {reels,) 
No arm to save me ! — none ! — I fall ! I fall ! 
My huhband ! — Irman I save me ! save me! (/omit.) 
(Otho rushts to htr .tupfiort — gates are thrown openi—- 
guards and * rinct rntcr and form a gro^if around 
htr. Curtain drops.) 
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ACT V. 

E I. The Prince alone — resting upon hin naked sword — ter- 
-cloudcd moon— challenging of the i entries heard in echoei 
; the ramparts. 

. No — ^Do — I dare not — ^'twere a dastard's act.— 
)lade was given me to guard my life, 
11 away ! — and in the ranks of war 
ke some mighty arm to still my soul.r 

(^Stands contemplating his sword,) 
at ! — Ala ! — thou hast fallen at last ! 
iEillen to one like him ! — whose hand is red 
blood of innocents. — 
thou hast yielded f o a ruffian lip I 
la — ^I could bear thy loss — but not 
piominy. — I have loved too much 
ek for consolation there.— 
(vehemence,) 
lad stretched him bleeding at thy feet ! 
id heard one murmur from thy heart. 
o, no, no ! 

; ;-She whispered nci'cr .' 

hen — she yielded ! 

r Duke — Prince sheathes his sword hurriedly*^ 

ke. My son ! 

O what disturbs thee thus ? — 

this pageantry to pass away — 
jnding of a day that woke for love — 
36 remembered but as princely sport ? 
'. {Folding his arms — calm — and immovtabU^ ^ 
■r — I am deceived. — 

ke. Deceived ! * 

'. The princess loves me not. — 
'M, Not love thee, boy!— indeed thou art de- 
ceived ! 
9* 
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But Irman — mark me ! — thou'st a dreadful fiend 
Within thy bosom that consumes thy heart ! 

Pri. (^Desperate calmness.) Father — ^I have Nfl 
that girl — this night— 
Who ]ias refused my prayers for days and montb^- 
W^hosc holy lip I never dar'd to touch— 
This night — ^my father — (wildly )— I have seen tfci 

girl 
Witliin a ruffian's arms ! 

Duke, (^Catching his hand-'-and passing hiM m 
ovtT the PrinceU hrow.) 
Merciful heaven ! — 

Pri, Aye, and I saw him press her yielding % ! 

Duke, Saw him ! 

Pri, Saw it, father. — 

Duke, (Point in fi: to his strord.) And hadstthoa thai 

Pri, (•/ipont/.) Yop, yes 1 1 had — and rais'^d to heavai 
And would have slain them both— 

■ But something held my arm 

And bowed niy blade. 

Duke, Thou could'st not smite him ! 

Pri. Father. 1 .«hi)uld— had she but shrieked for he!] 
Or even, Ftnijrgled long— 

Duke. (Jlftt;r a deep silence,) This is some dreadf 
game — we an; deceived— 
That woman loves thee with her heart and souL 

(Suddenli/ catching hisatfii.) 
.^j>eak, Irman I — would\«t thou prove her faith ? 

Pri. (Passionately.) Yes! 

Duke. Then do thou thi^ — at once— let her cofl 
forth. 
Light up the temple — go in solitude, 
Within that snrred place, and ask her hand. 
If she consents! — my ^oii, sheVs true to thee. 
If she'ft. unworthj' — there, she will refuse. 

Pri. And if bhe does relume my oiTtT'd band| 
By hca\en, I'll Morthij* her.'-^ C^'^i 

U frhall be done ! 
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ke. Nay-— stay thou here — ^liere let your meeting 

be.— 
y> in silence to that holy place. 

(Exit Duke,) 
. {Great emotion.) O, what a weary night ii 

tliis I— The 8un 
ovely on this day— and my full heart 
d high with exultation and with hope- 
came a cloud — a dream— a battle then, 
hen a doubt — and then^the certainty 
I was miserable I 

r Ala inth a feeble step — melancholy counfenanu 
nd diiordtred dress. She stops and trembles,) 

-my love ! — to-morrow I'm away. 
i first dawn. (Agitation) — And we must wed to- 
night. 
. (//I dismay) — To-night I — 
. Aye — aye — alone — in solitude — this night. 

{Terrour) — In solitude! — to-night! No, 

never ! never ! 
. (FriW/i/)— O, Ala!— Ala! 
ure thee I on tliy soul ! — do not refuse— 
5 a fearful night — 
. {Overcome with terrour,) 
laii, — must we go alone — alone — at night I 
L the nuptial benediction of our God ! 
. Nay, tremble not — {solemnity) Young Ala,— it 

must be. 
. {Risin}( with great majesty) — Prince,— I will 

go I — r^ go with thee a/onc {Energy'-^inldly, 

but calmly.) 
cross our hands athwart an opening tomb-~ 
ledge our faith in cemet'ries — to-night i 
. {Impatiently — anguish) Ala !~Ala !— Mercy— 
. Yes— let us go ! — {deliriously) Aye^ to our 

nuptial couch 7 {Bell strikei one, heaxilyi) 
)lling bell shall cheer us on our way ! 
JO my Prince — the flapping banners ware ? 
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Come, come my Prince, — There^ll be a sheeted troop _ 
To de our bridal honours — Come ! fV 

PH, O God !— O God !— What have I done ! 
(^Claspt htr hands — she gazes upon hint with fliwwii^ 

ing look^ and bursts into tears,') 
In tears I— Oh, ye are welcome to my heart ! 

{Clasps her to his heart — she recovers,) 
Pri. {PtUting back her Aair)— Do'st thou love Mi 

Ala ? IC 

^Ala, {Fainily)— Love thee, Irman !— (recoFcriiv) 

Would thou could'st see mj hent! 
PrL Then let us wed ! 
Ala. {Inclining her head) || 

Yet ere that hour, I have a tale to tell— 
PrL {Impetuously) — No, no— I cannot listen tothil 

tale— 
Ala. My Prince ! 

Pri. No, no — We'll to the altar, love ; and thefe 
One word will tell it all I — One single word 
Will be the vindication of thy hfe ! 
Come Ala, let us ^o. — 
Ala. {With solemnity) — With all ray heart-— 
Pri, One word — one word will put my heart atreit 

{Elicit^ conductiitg jfk.) 



SCENE II.— Midnicrlit— A templr dimly li^htea. Friar fa til 
rubes — Ala and the Prince approach tbe alter* •' 

Friar. {With impressive solemnity.) 
My children ! — at this melancholy hour, 
When all but spirits are asleep — and %11 
That chills the heart, are wandering in the air, 
1 would avoid this ceremony — 

Pri. {Boicing low-^but impatiently) Nay Father! 
(7*0 Ala.) We have mt;t fur lite and death. 

Ala. {Fervently) for everlasting union-— (/otnl^)— 
lift; and oeath. 

Pri. And we have none to watch our ejrei and 
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it guardian spirits — and the eye of Ilim 
' lio reads the heart. — 

Ala, I've loved thee much— 

rtve worshipped thee, in truth,-— I love thee yet — 
mAla. {Trembling)'-^ And why tliis preparation. 

Prince ! 
I^ri. (^Increasing solemnity') 
deed, I cannot tell — a secret awe 
omes o'er my spirit like the hand of death — 
he place — the hour — (<Ala is sinking) 

Fri. Rest on me, sweet lady~- 
Pri. No, no — on me ! — here is her husband's heart , 
Energy) — This is her pillow ! — ^let her slumber here ! 
mAla, My Prince ! — {Hesitates and covers her face) 
Pri. (Passionately) Speak I Ala speak I 
mAla. No, no — I cannot now — 

Pri. (^Falling at her feet) — Ala 1 Ala ! 
adjure thee — By our earliest love I 
call upon thee, with a broken heart ! 
y all we love on earth ! — or hope in heaven ! 
• ow to redeem thyself— O speak ! 
Pauses abruptly — •Appears disturbed — shuddering— '- 

rises.) 
.la, I have doubted thee — I've seen such things— 

•/3Za. (Proudly) — And durst thou take my hand — 

And trust me yet ? 
md Irnve tFiy doubts to perish as they will ? 
lan'st thou do this ? 

Pri. Ala — I can ! — for (faltering) — if I fail, I die— 
've seen a withering vision — with these eyes, 
Lnd I would swear 'twas life ! — andriskt y soul, 
ti battle, with my sword, to prove it true; 
lut — there's my hand ! — And if thou'lt clasp it now, 
'11 risk my soul to prove it all a dream ! 
'he feverish workings of a phrenzied brain — 

•/3te. ( With tears of transport and admiration) 
> Prince ! — 
^hou hast a noble heart ! — O, I must speak ! 

Pri. Nay, Ala, nay, — we'll to that altar, love, 



J06 O.THO : 

And there— if tliou wilt take tliis hand — O, Ck 
V\\ live and die as speechless as the dead ! 

Ala, O, Prince ! — thou hast redeemed thyself ; 
I reverence thy great heart— My spirit wakes ! 
And I must tell thee all ! — I've wronged thee, 

Fri, {PassioncUt vehemence) 
Thou'rt innocent, by heayen ! — here ! feel my 1 
And see if I distrust thee now ! — Come— come 
There !— take my hand — ^ 

Jlla, No, — not till I have opened all niy heai 

Pri, By heaven, — I will not listen to thee !- 
I have that confidence in thee and thine— 
Dear Ala ! — (hesitation) Yet — tho* I have se 
night,— 

Ala, What, my Prince ? (Alarm) 

Pn, I dreamt — I saw thee in a ruffian's aimii 
His lip was pressed to tliine ! 

Ala. (Sinking to the ear/^)— Oh, God! 

Pri. Look up, my love ! 

Ala, (Clasping his hands and prunng her 
them) I rman— farewell ! 

Pri, No, no, my love ! 

Ala, O, thou would^st never trust me now ! 

Pri, Ala — I will !— There, take my hand, bj 
Kedecm thyself — I know thouMt not deceive bm 
No ! — thou would^st never clasp this hand, unli 
Thy soul wfre spotless — worthy of its grasp. 

Jlla, ( With great majesty and composure.^ 
Prince, — Mis a noble confidence — I yield ! 
{Reaches hrf hand — he clasps it eagtrly-^t rats- 

his lips-x fijops abruptly^ and gases upon htr j 

Pri, Ala. — that ring! — (Faintly) my pledge 
to thrc. 

Ala. (Calmly) — I dare not trust it liere — ( 
her hand) but it is safe — 

Pri. Tlinu hast it then ? 

Ala. I iiavc !—and iifvir will I yield it but vi 
(Ue drops htr hand — Covers his face^ and tintt 

the steps of the altar,) 
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jlla. (^Listening) Mysterious heaven !— that strain ! 
(Approaching the Prince in awe,) 
. I heard it in my dream ! 
I nuvrtial figure in a crimson mantle cXid plumes^ 

stands unobserved behind the altar.) 
Prince, I dare not lift my eyes ! 
Pri. {Rising with strong emotion,) 
s not alarmed — I have foi^otten mine. 
•Ala* {Trembling and reaching her hand to the prince^ 

who takes it coldly,) 
ither — ^there ! — ^let me be worthy of his heart — 
hat I may meet that spectre but in dreams 1 — 

{Tuming'-'sees the figure,) 
\ God ! 'tis there !-^— (^inks to the earth,) 

Pri. What art thou! 
Vntheaihes his sword^ lifts it^ and stands as if struck 

with sudden death,) 
{JFH. Covering his face in his mantle,) O thou, who 

art the tenant of the tomb ! 
The figure advances slowly towards the prince^ who re- 
mains immoveable-^deliberately bears ojf the prin^ 
cess before the prince recovers,) 
' Pri, (Starting as from a trance.) O, God ! — my 

dream. — To arms ! to arms ! 
Pushes out — tumult heard^-trumpet'-^guards and at- 
tendants pass— drum rolled — clashing of sviords-^ 
shrieks,'— Pe-enter, Ala pursued by the phantom, with 
a reeking sviord~~fighting as he enters viith the Soldier 
and others, 
I Jittend, The Prince ! the Prince is slain ! 
f Cpassing through. J 

iSol. CAssauliing the spectre violently,J What art 
*" thou ? — murderer ! — 

Spec. Away — I shall spill more blood. 
i,8ol. (Staggering.) That voice! — it rises from the 
■ grave ! 

^J)eathdiie silencer-Soldier gazes about in terrour — re- 
) covers — rushes on the phantom^—TAn fight^Soldier 
• is foiled^thrtnft doyin his svjowdin desperation* J 
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Lio there ; lie there 1 — luy strength lias crone, Ibrerer: 
There's nouglit that walks but may defy my arm 1 

Spec, Ye seek my life. 
(TTirotf* away his sword — thty adranee in lemur.- 
throws aside his maniley aiid rtveaU a nuik 
breast.) 
Now, strike ! 
JilL Ola!-— Ola! ^reinoM^ 

Sol, Ola, that daemon here ! 

(^Enter Duke with a drawn sword'^^nuhts upon (X 

followed by several soldiers tciih upHfled swaris' 

Ola turns to the Soldier^ and txpates his faet 

Soldier utters a cry of terrour and sinks ai hisfui 

Ola, (To the Duke^ who aims a blow at his head,) 
Aye, strike, old man ! — 1 slew thy aon ! 
And here I am unarmed. 

{Soldier rushes betveen ihem») 
Sol, Away ! Away ! — ^what ! slay a man unarmed ! 
Duke. Ik'ar him to death ! O frman i O, my son ! 

(Tumultuous voices . — Duke goes ou/.) 
Ola. (Bursting suddenly from the erowdf and spioH 
with the most determined nuyesty. ) 
Silence ! silence ! — Lead uie to my death ! 
(Louder-^advancing — they retreat in terrwr^ keeping th 

eyes upon him,) 
Hear ye my Toicc ! {marches slowly outj followed 

the guards,) 

SCENE III. Cemctry; Othoand the S'oldlnr cnt^rinpit« Bau 
and trophies hung around. Lamp ^u^pl:ndl■d frum thi* roof. 

Sol, Stopping and laying Ins hand upoti the Hep ^ 

tomb,) 
Kneel tliere, my lord ! — kneel there ! , 

That is thy mother's tomb ? (Otho obeys in siltnct, 

Otho, (Calmness,) Where is my father's ? 

Sol, Art tliou not disturbed ? 

Otho, Where is my /ather'x tomb ? 

Sol, I dare not tell thee, man«-do there thy pray< 
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' And theti — (^Bending and shaking with terrQur.) 

* Prepare thy soul ! 

' iJLiayinghis hand on the Sotdier'^s arm with a melancholy 
-. gase.) 

Otho, But first to thee, old man ! my prayers be done : 
Oive me thy hand — {rising) 
^ Forgive me —I was mad — 

* Sol. (clasping Otho*s hands tinth fervour) 
I do forgive thee, from my soul ! 

^! \ lov^d thee once — and I must love thee still — 
^ But kneel thee there ! — for there thy mother sleeps — 
s. Otho, My mother here ! — (KneeUng and bowing his 
'^\ head upon his hands) 

■f Yes ! — ^yes ! — and now old man, 

* Thou'lt tell roe all— 

I Sol. (with uncontrollable emotion) 

:. Aye all, aH— ^(laying his hand on Otho'^s bosom) 

^ All ! — ^but thy great heart will burst. 

ST Otho, Soldier, this is a holy place — a chill — • 

:"■ (Shuddering and covering his face) 

SoL Otho ! 
^ Otho. Thou did'st never see me weep ! 
I SoL (stooping)-^Noy never ! never ! — since thou was£ 
a boy 
But thou wilt yet weep blood — 

Otho. Blood I — blood ! — ha I thou art right — (sternly) 

I shall weep blood — 
Sol, Thou wilt indeed. 

Otho, (calrrUy) — I have wept blood — (vehemently) 
Soldier ! 
I am a bastard ! — Others have wept blood ! 
The bastard smote them sleeping ! — this red arm 
Hath ministered to orphans I — 

Made others fatherless ! 
Sol. Madman ! — (terrour) — Thy mother slumbers 
there ! 
Thy voice will startle her from sleep ! 
Such sounds may call her from her sepulchre ! 
Othoi (Frantiely) — Let her cotoe forth ! 
10 
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O, mother ! mother ! come, and see me die ! 
O leave thy tenement for once ! Come forth ! 
O, I shall meet thee yet ! 
Come forth and see what thou hast done *! 
{Staggers and falls into thi Soldier's arms^ who iUm 
horrour-struck^ as a female figure slowly emefgt 
from the gloom of a neighbouring reeeif.) 
Sol. The lady Ala ! 

Otho, {Recovering) — Woman, begone ! 
•Ala, (madly brandishing a dagger) 
Otho ! (strikes at him — he catches her armr-^Mhe wnmA 
es it from him — repeats the blow^whieh Otho afmHi) 
Here^s to my lore for thee ! — (pursuing him) 

Who slew my Lord ! 
Otho, Woman ! — (she stops with her hand in the m 

Dost thon know my voice 
Ala. (Dropping the dagger) — That voice ! 

(Sinking on Ker kneu 
O, let me hear that voice, once more.'! (breaihU^ i» 

lence) 
Hush ! — *tis coming now^that melancholy voice I 
I've heard it call me twice — 

{Soldiers seen passing in the shade,) 
Otho. (TcndeWy)— Ala! 
•Ala. (^Deliriously) — 
Thrice I — thrice ! — His done. {Throws hene^ Ml 

OthoU arms,) 
And I am thine ! 



Aye, Osmyn, we have met — (Shaking back her 

tcildly and gazing upon him) 
(Placing her hand upon his brow) We^ve met at laif ! 
What ! art thou freshly from thy couch ? thonVt ooM* 
Terribly coid and chilly. {Shuddering)^^'When are ^'^^ 
Is tills our bed ? — Liaying her hand on tfie tnarUe) 
All cold— 



Sol. Lady ! Lady — (5Ae /a//« upon Others 

sensible.) 

Otho. In mercy! (Yielding her to the Miiir.) 
Bear her off. 
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(Soldier bearing her away — she partially recovers,) 

Jlla, O save me I — save me ! — Osmyn, 1, am lost! 
They tear me from thee !— -Otho, where art thou ! 
O, Irman — bloody !— bloody ! {Exit Soldier hearing her,) 

Otho, Gone— gone ! — aH gone— and 1 am left alone — 
(^Looking upwards. y^-r—^^ ' — what art thou ! 
(Pause »/ suffocating emotion,) 
I have called thee, mother !— 
I have no voice that no / may wake thy sleep — 
Thou may'st not come, perhaps— irc cannot meet ! 
Well then — I'll listen to thy hollow voice. 

{Bending low.) Who was my father? (Listens,) 

Hush ! hush I — she stirs. 

(Soldier Re-appears.) 

Sol, Osmyn — kneel there ! — Forgive thy mother all ! 
She sleeps in blood — 

Otho, (Shuddering. Never ! never ! 

Sol. Osmyn — thou shalt ! — bow down stem man ; 
For her who died for thee. 
Bow down — forgive thy mother — pray, for her — 

(Faltering.) And thou shalt know thy father. 

Otho. (In a terrible voice^ catching him by the throat,) 
Art thou — art thou my father ! — Ha ! 

Sol, (Struggling^ and averting his head,) 
O, no, my lord. 

(Otho releases him—Soldier leans on the tomb, andcontem^ 
plates the 'working of his countenance in silence.) 

Otho, O mother ! — mother ! — Let me hear thy voice ! 

(Patse — emotion.) 
Thy child should not disturb thy sleep — Oh, no ! 
Forgive me, mother I (Shuddering.) She sleeps in blood ! 
(Overcame,) She died for me I — 

(Suddenly prostrates himself on the earth,) 
Mother ! mother ! — I forgive thee all. 

( Wildly and hurriedly,) 
Come, come — let's go — I cannot meet her now— 
I feel a palsy in my limbs — my heart grows cold. 

SoL Lord Osmyn — hither! — now give me thy hand. 

Otho, Whither woiQdst thou lead me ? 
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Sol, Osnajn! ^ L 

Where thou may'st nerve thine iron heart in tain; 1 
Where penitence shall touch it yet. 

Otho, {Cedmly.) Lead me where thoa wilt. 
{Soldier leadt him to a rece^j where a bodj^ Ues caient 

with a pnU') 
Sol, There lies the man that thou hast slain. l ] 

Otho, {Disturbed,) I wish I had not done 
was brave — 
But he encountered me and fell. 
Sol. {Shaking.) Place thy hand here ! (lUinng^ 
pall fro-m the breast.) 

He^e, Osmyn, if thou darest^ 



Otho, If I dare /—well— there ! {Loafing hit 

on the corse.) 
Sol. That man was thine own brother ! 
Otho, { With desperate calmness--~in a law gHU ttmi.) 
Repeat that sound. 
Sol. That murdered man was thine own brother ! 
Otho, Enough — (folding his arms,) Well !*-irelI!* 
my brother ! 
{abruptly.) Was he a bastard too ? 
Sol, {Terrified at his calmness,) This is terriUe! 
O, Osmyn — O, mv Prince ! 
0, thou art touched indeed . — I've wrecked thy brail. 
Otho. {Same dreadful calmness,) Old n^an— I nji 
was he a bastard too— 
Was he a bastard ? 
Sol, O, no— 

Otho, My father, then — {bewildertd,) — Am I rufatil— 

{eagerly catehir^gkuhmi.) 
Sol. The Duke— 

Otho, He is my father — leave me — I nnut ace tfci 
Duke— 
I would meet my father here / 
Sol. I will not leave thee ! — ^would^st thou nil 

blood ? 
Otho. {Shiuldering) — O, no— 

Sol, f hen kneel thee by thy mother^a tomb afaia 
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nd there forgi?e thy father — 

Vtho. iKneeUng,^ Never ! never! never! — ^he was a 

man — {Ruing to go,) 

Sol. Slav not thy father top— ' 
Otho. (Fausing and shaking.) Slay him !— my fa- 

th^r--0, fear not for him. — 
would not strike him for my mother's sake^ 
lio sleip^ in blood ! (agony,y'-who died for nu I 

no ! no ! 
{Throwing himself upon his hroiherU body,) 
y brother ! — pardon me — I loved thee much 
So^ we were foes — ^thou had'st a gallant heart. 
'oQld I had died, my brother ! — by thy hand, 
irewell ! — farewcfU ! — thou shalt forgive me yet«— 
^httddervng.)- — ^If e'er we meet again ! 

{Enter Guards searching,) 

1st Guard, Seize him ! — seize him — there he stands 1 
^ Guard. Seize them both — {adtaneing,) 

Sol. {throwing himself before Otho.) Fly, Osmyn, Hy ! 

{An aged Ctuard rushes forward,^ 
3<i Guard. Osmyn! — ^lord Osmyn! — (Fatting at 

0/^oV/ccM— It b ! It is! 
Sol. Fly— fly, my lord ! 
3d Guard. Pll to the Duke— 
Otho. {Air of authority.) Stay— >I command thee, 

stay ! — ^Put up thy sword. 
Id men — ^ye knew me in my pride — ^my youth — 
e've seen me in the war ! (Throwing away his tword.) 

' T here is my sword !— 
Vhe Guards advance — t?u hn aged Soldiers throw 

themselves t^brs Otho.) 
Sol. By heaven, I'll cleave ye to the earth— -ye boys! 
3d Guard, Know ye that man ?— It is your prince I 
ord Osmyn — 

Otho. The Bastard/ - 

Jill. The bastard ! —the bastard !— the bastard ! 
Vrowding around him with tunwUuoui aUhusitum*^ 
Otho* The Bastard— aye*-][>ut up your fwwdA-^H 
men. 
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Hear ye my last commands — and then, awar— 
1 am lord Osmyn — ^but woald meet my deatK 
Unknown and unlamented — hear me, men I 
The Duke is old — (^Signiftcantly-^to ifu Soidury^ 

lost a son — 
To you alone, young men — and thee— and thee 
I am the bastard Osm^n. To the world 
Pm Otho — Ola — ^who, or what thej pleaBe*- 
Breathe not a word — and let me die unknown* 

All. We will obey.— 

Otho. Reach me my sword. {Stretching U forth 

■Now sw^ar ye aU-^ 



{All approach — he waves back the two aged 

advances to the younger ones.") 
Swear ! 
All. We swear — 

{Otfio seizes the hands of the two old nun J) 
Otho. {Turning calmly.) — Now then for death. 

{Exit omi 

SC£NE last. Hall of Justice. Guards. Officer! in their i 

Jadges. 

{Enter Duke Alva, leading a little chUd — both in 

mourning.) 
Judge. Rising and inviting the Duke to a seat 

bench.) My Lord Duke — 
Duke. {}Vaving his hand with great majesty.) 
no my lord — Vm a petitioner here : 
I come for justice. Let the man be tried. 
That slew my son — and tried in mercy too I 
I charge him here ! — {Pausing.) — Let me lee hk 
Judge. Bring forth the prisoner — 
Duke. Yes, bring him forth ! — and let him meet 
eye. 

{Death'likt silence — Enter Orno—marches firmly 
position fronting the Duke.) 

I charge him here, with murder — piracy — 
(lebellion to hit King. — 

{Hit Judge again invites him to the scai.) 
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To, no my lords — ^Ye are but men- 
am a father that has lost his son. 
\y you — his country will pronounce his doom 
ind he will feel it just. But if I speak, 
Fwould be a father's vengeance. He would hear 
5^ought but a father's curse. 

Embracing his daughter^ who stands gasing at OthoJ) 
iy child ! — my child ! — 
Oiho, (To a guard,)— -T^dX child !— is that his child ! 
Guard, (Looking upon him a mom^ent in Mence,) 
t is — I do not fear to tell thee that — 
?hou wilt not harm that child— 

Olho, Bless her! bless her! 
One of the com.pany^ disguised^ approaches^ and offers 
a dagger to Otho unobserved by aUbvi the Judge.) 
Judge, Ho ! treachery — guards ! 
The stranger throws off his cloaJc^ and discovers himielf 
to be Selim^'Several others at the same m,oment 
form a rampart before Otho — tumuU — strangers 
draw their swords^) 
Otho, (Calmly,) Stand back! stand back! 
Duke. (Snatching a sword,) — Strike, soldiers, strike I 

(•All prepare for battle.) 
Otho. Silence ! (To the Judge.) Withdraw your 
men — 
Blood will be spiltj else — (Judge beckons them off.) 
ielim I — put up thy sword ! — (Selim obeys.) — and 
[ Catches his hand.) farewell ! — Lead off thy men — 
[Selim is marching off — his band filing after him^ when 

the guards move to intercept them,,) 
Selim, — if they stay thee — strike them home ! — 

(Selim turns upon them.) 
There is thy prey ! — {Pointing to the Judges.) 

(Selim advances towards the judgment seat — Guards 

retreat.) 
Judge. Let them begone ! 

(Selim leads them, off unmolested*) 
(Pause — rises and addresses Otho mth great solemnity.) 
The bolt of heaven hath fallen !— mysterious man — 
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(^Otho turns calmly upon him — he appears dUeonee 
Who art thou ? — We summon thee aa Ola ! 

{Pause — Another of the judges whisptn h 
Otho. Proceed. 

Judge . Speak, if thou bearest a passport from our 1 
We have no power against his will. 

Otho. {TcMng a paper from his hosofr^—4tan 
and scattering it about — deliberately) 
There lies Lord Ola's passport from his king. 
Do ye your duty. Let me go to death. 
Come, lead me forth ! — What mockery is this ? 
{Surveying the hall — the judges — guardt^—and ft 

his eye on the Duke.) 
That aged man has lost a son— 
Ye know your duty, Lords — ^he is your Prince. 
{Turning to depart) — Come, lead me forth ! 

{The guards shrink from hinu) 
Judge. Let him not leave the hall ! 
(7%e guards approach hurriedly — he stops and ew 
plates them sternly^ till they gradually retreat, 
his eye.) 
Before we spill thy blood— 

Otho, {Jvodding) — There are certain forms— 1 1 
it all, my Lord — 
To sanctify the deed — 

Judge. We will array thy crimes apJnst thee, i 
And thou may^st answer them. {Otho bow* a*t 
Thou art a murderer ! 
Otho. 'Tis false ! 

Duke, {Clasping his hands and Itfting them to 

ven in agony,) 
O yes, thou art ! 
Otho. Well, be it so, old man. He wasthjtoi 
And I can pardon thee. 
Duke, Yef>, dreadful man ! — he toas my son. 
Otho. Well, let me be a murderer then — WhatB 
Judge. A pirate — robber — 
Otho, And that is false ! — I warred ag^nstthe W) 
Can ye be men ! — And would ye spill my blood, 
For fighting millions! 
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am an outlaw too— Well, be it so. 

Jut heroes — warrionrs ! — they are outlaws too ; 'J 

km I a pirate ! — They are pirates, too— , 

(Vhen they descend upon the foaming deep, ; 

Ind battle for their crowns. I strove for death; m 

Phat was the diadem I sought in blood I - ; 

Jut ye are men — now hear my plea. •' 

Ida leans towards him with the most earnest aiterUion^ 

still clinging to her father ^ whose eyes are rivetted ^' 

upon Otho,) • 

)nce, I was young- — I panted to be great — 5 

?hen man and I were friends — I did no. crime, * 

loved high as ever, with as brave a heart ; V 

Vhen, lo ! the battle raged ! — The thunders came t % 

Lnd heaven arrayed itself against my head] 
ian hunted me to solitude — to night ! 
Vom sunshine to a tomb— the silent place, 
i'here I had done no crime, I loved him yet-— 
Lnd would have died in secrecy. — But there^ 
le baited me ! — He dragged me forth to light ! 
Lnd then my vengeance fell ! — He slept, in blood ! 

Lnd then I stood and heard the thunders roll 
ind saw the lightnings blaze athwart the skies ! 
saw the mountains reel ! and oaks bow down, 
n terrible submission — 

Yet i stood ! 

Fnshaken in the uproar — ^undisturbed ! 

'hat was ray birth ! — my spirit was revealed ! 

felt alone amid a universe ! 

'or man and woman were my foes. — And HE I 

IE had forsaken me I-^^I had no God ! 

{Gathering his whole sord in depth and solemnity,^ 
'or I was bom a bastard I 

Duke. {Covering his face) A bastard ! mercy ! Oh ! 
Kneeling) Merciful heaven ! 

{Otho steps into the very centre of the assembly,") 

Otho, But, for my crimes — Let my accusers come. 
je wake them from the tomb ! VU meet them all ! 
' I have slain then^ they shall hear my plea. 



■^ 
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I was a bastard — and I had no rights 
From man — society or states — and I 
Owed no allegiance on the earth. 
No laws were made for me. The bastard^s rights 
Are guarded by his sword ! — He owns no laws- 
Enough ! 

Here, in the face of heaven and earth, I caU 
On my accusers to produce their {voofs. 
"Who have I slain, but in my own defence? 
Where are my deeds of blood? 
As Ola, I was brave — and slew in war — 
Licensed by man to slay I 

"V^'ho have I murdered ? — I have spilt my, blood, 
For women and for children ! 

C During this speech Ida has been approaching nemtrwi 
nearer in her intense earnestness and mm aitnMiWKh 
/«*m. The Duke observes her. J 
Duke. O, fly, my child ! {Snatching hertf.) 



[e slew thy brother ! 



Ida. {Still looking upon Otho and shaking her ktti») 
Oh, no — no, no — 

Judge. Thou ai*t a rebel to thy Prince and KiBg. 

Otho. And that is false. I reverence my BUii|^ 
And — {solemnity) have no prince. — 

2(i Judge. But thou didst crush a soldiei^s heait 

Otho. I)id I ! and whose ? 

All. The Soldier's I the Soldier's ! 

Otho. Let him appear. 
{The word passes along. " The Soldier ! the SMit^ 
Otho calmly fronting the tfoor.) 

{Enter the Soldier, appearing as a middle aged flWi 
in a magnijieent dress,) 

Duke. O, God !— O, God ♦ {falling on hii fexiu 

{General amasemeni and dismay~-~Soldier ediempi* I 

support thf. Duke — who shrinks fro^n him inhvrreur,] 

Away ! — away ! — Begone— 

{Duke slowly recovers his self-command — Stanie en^ 

but in terrour.) 
Thou art a fcarfcl apparition — ^Whence, 
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thou to-night ? — ( Stranger points dotmwaris — Jhikc 

appears disturbed — wildly,) ^ ^ 

i thy young wife ? — O, heaven ! — {faints) 

{Duke borne off,) 
Wio. Come, Soldier, come — give me thine aged hand ! 
Idier grasps it and drops at his feet ^ with an expres- J 

sion of reverence and affection,) 
111, At his feet ! —the Soldier there ! 
^udge. Merciful powers ! 

~)tho, {Looking around triumphantly) — ^Did I crush i 

his heart? •'■ 

^udge. But thou didst break a woman^s heart. 

e-enter ITfk e — looking about with a troubled air^with' ;* 

ut seeing the Soldier — who is hidden by a pillar,) V 

Otho, Did I ? And whose ? * ^■ 

Duke, Man, canst thou ask ? — the wife of him thou^st f- 

slain ! . , , V 

Itho, Well, bring her forth — Go marshal, bring her I 

forth ! ; 

d she shall teJl ye, if I broke her heart ; '; 

d slew her husband. — (Exit Marshal,) 

Duke, But thou didst slay my son — 
Otho. {Losing his stateliness) — Thy son J — O God ! 
readful calmness) His son — ^Yes, so I did ! 

(Ida^ who had again advanced — retreats naWr) 
ras a bastard — that's my only plea. 

ye not feel it ! — Are ye men ? — Ye must I *^ 

ink what it is to go abroad in day — 
y after day — ^year after year — and live ^ 

hopeless solitude ! — Night after night 
nsumed in panting for the unknown bliss 
friendship — sympathy — and love — 
•thing to turn to here — or hope in heaven- 
fa approaches involuntarily — gradually relinquishing 

her hold of the Duke'^s mantle,) 
T there — we are alone ! — and dare not meet 
'ace we knew on earth — 
la still approaching— ^unobserved — •^ll have their eyes 

on Otho'^s countenance — Duke affected,) 
lis is the curse of bastardy !— -this it is 
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To feel a living desolation in your heart ! 
To have no curses like a mother^s smile : 
To have no father that may hear yqwr prajen 
But for his death — 

No gallant brother that may share your toils*- 
Your perils or your fame— but infamy- 
No wife — No sister—- 

(/(fa timidly reeiches up ktr hand at ku ait) 
And no child ! 

(^Observes her) Oh, God ! 

{Kneels and embraces her in ogat^) 

O, bless thee— bless thee, little one ! 

Duke, My child !-~my child !— (w4//eifipf« ft fhd 

her from him in terrour as ht is seardit^ Mi 

hosomfor a dagger unobserved by aU hut OfAi.) 

Otho. Old man — I slew thy son — (/n a stn^kad 

roice) 

And hold thy child !— 

We never part alive ! 

{Polds his arnu around her A 
Ist Judge. (Amn^)— Release |the child ! {O/ktM 

crowd arouna) 

{Enter Ala, leaning on the Soldier. Ida utiersaflM 
shriek — and the Duke slabs Otho to the heart,) 

Duke. There, murderer, die ! 
Otho. {With a faitU laugh) Enouj(hl enough! (Sif 
gers to the feet of the Duke and raises hismrwu.) 
My father! — bless me!- 



^la, {Thromng herself by his side) 1 am KTeasrf! 
O, Osmyn ! Osmyn ! (OUU Ou,) 

•AU. Osmyn ! Osmyn ! — {Curtain begins lo dcMOiAJ 
Soldiers. The bastard ! — the bastard ! 
Soldier. {To the Duke who appears stup^fUi) 
That i.« thy son I — {distant shouts — roll ofdrymJ) 
{Duke extends his hand — Catches the Sotdier'^s mw* 
trumpet — recovers — recognises him — Vtten a fli 
of horrour reels.)— (Cvriainfim 

SJTD OV OTHO. 
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